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For All Occasions 

Price, 35 cents each, postpaid. 5 for $1.25. 

Music Mailed in Large Envelope for Flat Delivery. 
Songs for Girls 

The Boogie Man, Boo. Stunt song. 
Blowing Bubbles. Stunt song. 
Shadows. Stunt song. A real hit. 
One, Two, Three, Who Are We? 
Whose Girl? A clever solo. 


Songs for Boys 
Captain Kidd, That’s Me. Stunt song. 
My Mother Has No Girl to Do the Dishes. 
Indian Braves from Waygosee. A hit. 
We Are Creepy Little Scarecrows. 
The Bug Band in the Hollow. A novelty. 


Duets 
One Umbrella Built for Two. A musical headliner. 
Since We Tune in on the Radio. Humorous and catchy. 
I'll Never Play with You Again. A quarrel. 
Oh, Let Me Listen. An acting duet. 
In My Airoplane for Two. A real novelty. 


Songs for Boys and Girls Together 
The Spelling Bee. A miniature musical comedy. 
Jolly Farmer Lads and Lassies. A costume song. 
The Whooping Cough Germs. It’s catching. 


Welcome Songs 
Cock-a-Doodle-Doo. Rural, breezy and humorous. 
We Hope You’ve Brought Your Smiles Along. A dandy. 
Howdy. Hospitable, humorous and hilarious. 


Closing Songs 
The Reason That We Ask Is Because We Want to Know. 
Mr. Sun and Mrs. Moon. A novel costume song. 
Now Aren’t You Glad You Came? Mighty fine. 
My, It’s Awful How We Cry. A sad, humorous song. 
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Closing Day Gayety Book 
RECITATIONS 


WAKE UP! 
“Wake up!” I heard the bluebird say 


Perched on the window sill; 
“Wake up!” the robin shouted with a 
Fat worm in his bill. 
“Wake up!” the noisy sparrows cried 
While bathing in the pool; 
“Wake up! Wake up!” they cried. “It’s here!— 
The last day of school!”’ 


“Make haste!” the warm sun glittered shooting 
Out his rays of gold; 

“Make haste!’ the bent, old apple tree 
Almost began to scold. 

“Get on your best dress, comb your hair, 
And wear your gayest jewel. 

Be up!” the whole world cried. ‘It’s here!— 
The last day of school!” 


WONDER SONG 


Wonder what the inkwell thinks 
Now that it’s gone dry? 

Wonder what the blackboard says 
Standing lone and high? 

Wonder if the school bell asks 
What the world is wrong? 

Do you think perhaps they sigh 
Now that we are gone? 
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THE LIVING ENCYCLOPEDIA 


I’m a real encyclopedia, 
I’m jammed with worthy facts; 

My knowledge would fill ninety books 
Piled up in racks and stacks. 


I really feel top-heavy—Yes! 
My head may tumble down! 
And that is why right now you see 
Me wear this worried frown. 


SOON—SOON—SOON 


Even the raindrops knew that school 
Was almost at an end! 

Yes, and the robins knew it, too, 
For as my way I’d wend 

I’d hear the robins sing in the wet 
While the raindrops played a tune— 

Over and over the duet rang, 
“‘Soon—soon—soon.”’ 


The leaves in the trees kept rustling, too, 
And the wind with a singing note 

Would softly hum as I went by 
A song deep in its throat. 

From the break of day with its bursting sun 


To the hour of the silver moon,— 

Over and over the whole world sang: 

“‘Soon—soon—soon.” 
MISS MIDGET SPEAKS un 


Last September I was new, 

There wasn’t one thing I could do. 

I couldn’t read, I couldn’t spell, 

Not one lone number could I tell. 

But now I know my lessons fine, 

In class you ought to see me shine! 
Oh, now I am no longer new— 
There’s countless things that I can do. 
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HO! AND HEY! 


Ho! For rare vacation days! 
Hey! For hours of glee! 

Tune your voice to shout refrains 
Of springtime gayety. 


Sing a song of swimming holes, 
Water, green and blue; 

Sing a song of shady paths, 
Cool woods running through. 


Put away your grubby books, 
Lock the schoolroom door ; 

Don’t forget your hat and coat !— 
We're coming back no more. 


Ho! For picnics on the hill! 
Hey! For skies so clear! 

Come on—Don’t wait! Let’s all be off! 
Vacation days are here. 


BLUE GINGHAM AND PINK 


Blue gingham dresses have passed once more 
With wide smiles and bows through the schoolroom door. 


Small boys with faces of freckles and tan, 
Now come in running as fast as they can. 


Everyone’s bright-eyed and full of good cheer. 
You've guessed it! Hurray! It’s the end of the year. 


Pink gingham dresses are spotless and starched, 
Never so gaily their owners have marched. 


Boys cleaned and fresh for their last day at school, 
Last day of lessons, of study and rule. 


Everyone’s happy and brimming with cheer. 
Can you guess? Yes, you're right! It’s the end of the year. 
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GOODBYE, LITTLE RED HEN 


Goodbye to my dear teacher, 
And schooldays ten times ten; 
Goodbye to all my playmates, 
And goodbye—Little Red Hen. 


For months I’ve read about you, 
Small Red Hen of my book; 

I learned to write and spell your name— 
What care and pains I took. 


I read about your troubles, 
How wise and smart you were; 
How cleverly you fixed the ones 
Who wouldn’t even stir. 


So now I say goodbye to all; 
Goodbye I say and then, 

The last of all, I smile and call: 
“Goodbye—Little Red Hen!” 


ISN’T ITP 


Isn’t it great that school lets out . 
When all the world is green and new? 
Isn’t it fine that we can have 
Such skies of summer’s rarest blue? 
Isn’t it sweet to know we've passed 
Into the grade that goes before? 
Isn’t it grand to realize 
The long school year is now no more? 


QUALIFIED 


I wasn’t too small to learn how to read, 
I wasn’t too small to spell, 

And I’m not too small to make a bow, 
And say that I wish you well. 


“ 
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MR. ’'RITHMETIC 


Say, old Mr. ’Rithmetic, 
I got the best of you; 

You tried to fail me—Yes, you did! 
Yet I came sailing through. 


I just made up my mind, you bet, 
That no old book of mine 

Would keep me back and make me take 
It o’er a second time. 


You hard, old rascal, how you laughed 
When I was plainly stumped! 

And when I got my papers back 
How hard my poor heart thumped. 


But then at last I learned just how, 
I found the secret out, 

And when I worked my lessons all 
Your terrors I dared flout. 


Yes, you old arithmetic, 
I got the best of you, 

You tried to fail me, might and main, 
But I came sailing through. 


SAD SALLY 


“Last time! Last time!’ the school bell rings. 
“One day more,” its clear voice sings. 

I never thought that I’d feel bad— 

Always imagined I’d be quite glad. 

But now it’s come, somehow or so, 

I feel just half inclined to go. 

“Last time! Last time!’ the school bell rings. 
“Vacation’s here,” its loud voice sings. 

And I’m surprised that I feel bad 

When I always imagined I’d be so glad. 
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RUNAWAY FEET 


Dance with the breeze, gay feet of mine; 

Run with the brooklet and keep in time. 

Race with the path to the tall, high hill; 

Jump, hop or skip, whatever you will. . 

For now you are free to do as you please, 

To run with the brooklet or dance with the breeze. 


Na 2” 


No more grim marching in line and in step; 

No more stern watching for fear you forget 

That toes must be straightforward, all just in line, 
And every toe stepping in grand marching time. 
Yes, freedom to wander and hasten away 

To go to strange hill tops this very same day. 


For now you are free to do as you please, 


To run with the brooklet or dance with the breeze. 
HARD TASKS \ 


It was hard to learn my lesson 
In the early days of school; 

It was hard to do my numbers 
Just according to the rule. 


And the words that must be written, Si . 
I found them a bother, too,— of | 
But the hardest thing I’ve ever done es 
Is speak this piece for you. cb 
SOMEONE e 


There’s someone whom I won’t forget, 
There’s someone whom I like, 

And so do Mary, Jim and Jasper, 
Alice, Gene and Mike. 


We wish her all the best of luck, 
With years of life and joy; 

The deepest thoughts we offer her 
From every girl and boy. 
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And though it’s time to say, ‘“Goodbye,” 
And speed her on her way, 

We hope to see her once again 
Upon another day. 


OLD KING SCHOOL BELL 


Now, Old School Bell, sing your swan song! 
Your long reign is at an end. 
All your slaves are seeking freedom— 
Oh! the lonely hours you'll spend. 
In your dusty tower you'll wonder 
Why we come to school no more, 
Why the windows are so empty, 
Why there’s no one at the door. 


“Where’s the children?” you will murmur, 
And you'll listen in the gloom, 
Hoping for the sound of voices 
In the still, deserted room. 
But there’ll be no song or laughter ; 
Only night will come and go; 
Just the wind will hear you sighing, 
And will answer, soft and low. 


Yes, King School Bell, you old tyrant, 
Sing your swan song—and farewell. 
All your triumphs and your conquests 
In this last hour you may tell. 
Then a silence, deep, unbroken ; 
Long, still days you’ll come to know; 
Your reign’s over—it’s your downfall— 
And it’s time for you to go. — 


IF I COULD SPELL 


If I could spell so big a word, 
And do it ’zackly right, 
“V7 _g-c-a-t-i-o-n,” 
Is just the word I’d write. 
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CANNIBALS AND HINDOOS | 


Is it now vacation time in far-off Chinaland ? 

Are they letting out the schools where strange pagodas stand? 
Do you suppose the small Hindoos are waiting for the word 
That they are through and off can go as carefree as a bird? 


ces mee 


I wonder, do the cannibals keep class just as we do? 

Although they wear no dress, or hat, or petticoat, or shoe? 

Do little heathens stand in line to get their passing card, 

After they have learned and spelled each lesson long and hard? 


Is it now vacation time around the whole wide world ? 


Are the children getting out whatever flag’s unfurled ? . 
And are the Hindoos, small Chinese and cannibals as gay 
As we are when we know at last that it’s vacation day? : 


GLAD SONG 


I’m glad the schoolbell soon will be 
Asleep up in his tower. 

I’m glad his loud voice won’t disturb 
My early morning hour. 

I’m glad that I can run and jump 
All day in our big yard. 

I’m going to take it easy now 
By playing very hard. 


BILLY BUSTER TELLS 


I liked the little girl whose seat ~ 
Was so close I could kick her feet. 


I liked the one who sat behind: 
She pinched me but I didn’t mind. 


I liked the girl across the way; 
She ate my apple every day. 


But which one did I like the best? 
I liked them all, I must confess. 
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AROUND THE WORLD 


China’s wall is long and grey; 
Venice knows the sea; 

Rome stands on her seven hills, 
In sun-kissed Italy. 

Slowly north the great Nile flows 
Where the sand-winds rule. 

Now, how do I know all these things ?>— 
I learned them here in school. 


Kangaroos and strange emus, 
Australia’s native sees; 

The Amazon is thick and dark 
With matted jungle trees; 

At midnight hours the sun shines down 
On Norways rugged shore; 

And mines of Africa in wealth 
A king’s own ransom store. 


London looks across the Channel ; 
Paris on the Seine; 

Then there’s charming Barcelona, 
And Madrid of Spain; 

Lands of blazing suns and forest, 
Where the monkeys rule. 

Pray, how do I know all these things ?— 
I learned them here in school. 


EXPLORERS ALL! 


Christopher Columbus, you made 
Voyage long ago 

Into waters strange and weird, 
Into realms you did not know. 


Christopher Columbus, what deep 
Joy you must have felt 

As you landed on that island 
In a wild and unknown belt. 
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But I, too, have made voyages 
Most wonderful to me; 

I, too, have gone adventuring 
Into an unknown sea. 


In the good ship “Education,” 
Like a mariner of old, 

I sailed the Sea of Knowledge 
With courage strong and bold. 


My sturdy eyes, my trusty ears, 
My hands and—Yes! my feet !|— 
A worthy crew they proved to be 
Upon that fearful deep. 


Then after countless stormy days, 
And nights of blackest doubt, 

I saw a light upon the shore, 
I gave a mighty shout. 


And the good ship “Education” 
In triumph bold arrived, 

Out of the Sea of Knowledge 
To the port for which I strived. 


SMART ME 


Do butterflies know how to spell ? 

Can robins all their numbers tell? 
And do the worms down on the walk 
Know how to write and read and talk? 
For if they don’t you must agree, 
They’re not one tenth as smart as me. 


SWIMMING POOL DREAMS 


Swimming pool, I’m coming now! 
You bet, I’m on my way! 

I just can’t wait to take a dive— 
No, not another day. 
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I misspelled twenty words while thinking 
Just how grand you'd feel; 

Right off this minute from my work 
I'd like to slyly steal. 


Splash! And dive! Green waves like silk, 
The sky a big blue bowl, 

Sparrow fighting in the trees 
That dot the banks’ green knoll. 


Swimming pool, I’m coming now! 
You bet, I’m on my way! 

I just can’t wait to say, “Hello!” 
No, not another day. 


‘IS IT A GAMEP 

This school year is at an end, 

And so our homeward ways we wend, 
Our report cards in our hands, 
Happiest souls in forty lands. 


Last year jt was just that way. 
In Jah ige our closing day; 
We spoke otr lines and off we went- : 
Till fate another school year sent. \ 


And next year it will be the same, 
I wonder—is it all a game 

That never ends from year to year 
Until we’re grown up ?—Oh, dear! 


HIS SPHERE 


I wasn’t good in spellin’, 
My ’rithmetic was bad, 

The grades I got in readin’ 
Most always made me sad. 


i one erro ee er 
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My penmanship was awful, 
My drawin’ a disgrace, 

To look at my marks brought a blush 
That swallowed up my face. 


But, wait! Before you start to think 
That I was wholly poor, 

Against opinions such as that 
A few facts I’d insure. 


Out on the playground was my sphere! 
There you’d see me shine; 

There you'd find me doing stunts 
That everyone thought fine. 


: 
: 
; 


Oh, the way that I could run! 
The tricks that I could do! 

A flock of acrobats would gasp 
At all the things I knew. 


———— 


I wasn’t good in spellin’, 
Or anything, I fear; 

You see, out on the playground 
Was where you found my sphere. 


DING DONG SONG 


“Ding! Dong!”—Vacation’s here! 
The school bell’s voice rings loud and clear. 


“Ding! Dong!”—Oh, joy! I’ve passed, 
» \ »And with the next grade now I’m classed. 


f. “Ding! Dong!” I’m glad to say 
I’ve often looked toward this fine day. 


“Ding! Dong!” It’s really true, 
And now at last the school bell’s through. 


= 
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DREADED THOUGHT 


Just before I went to sleep, 
Hoping for some slumber deep, 
I thought of it—I thought of it— 
My mind was filled with doubt. 
And though I slept a bit or so, 
Again I’d wake right up, you know, 
And think of it—and think of it— . 
Until all sleep I’d rout. 


“What is it?” you’re asking me. 
“What caused all this agony? 
You thought of it—you thought of it— 

But what we'd like to know?” 

Well, now [’ll come right out and say: 

I wondered if I’d pass today. 

‘I thought of it—I thought of it—_ 

A million times or so. 


But now at last my dread is o’er, 
I guarantee I’ll fear no more, 
Or think of it—and think of it— 
Oh, poor distracted child! 
I know I’ve passed to the next class, 
There's no need now to cry, “Alas!” 
And think of it—and think of it— 
Until I’m just half wild. 


THE LAST GAME 


One more game before we go, 
One more race, a laugh or so. 


And then to lake or farm or home, 
Our happy feet will quickly roam. 
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SNAIL-PACE VACATION 


Every day I counted minutes, 
Every day I’d count and wait, 

And I tried not to be weary 
At vacation’s snail-pace rate. 


For I knew that days so lovely 
With their hours of bursting sun 
Should be waited for with patience, 
Even though they’re slow to come. 


Well I knew that on arrival 
Joy and glee would know no end, 
That long days of wildest pleasure 
In our big backyard I'd spend. 


Yet I kept on counting minutes, 
Every day I’d count and wait, 

And though it’s here I still must marvel 
At vacation’s snail-pace rate. 


FORWARD, TOES! 


All the toes that once were turned 
Toward school and books and work, 

Toward long hard rules that made us dig, 
Ruthless as a Turk; 

All the toes that forward marched 
To work another day, 

Now have turned completely ’round— 
And march the other way. 


Forward, toes! To days of fun, 
And hours of perfect bliss. 
Forward, toes! To good, long hikes, 
All count of time dismiss. 
Take your owners to the joy 
Of valley and of pond; 
To the wooded dale and field, 
To the hills beyond. 
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For all the toes that forward marched 
To school this very day, 

Now have turned completely ’round, 
And march the other way. 


FRIEND SUN 


Up Friend Sun! Let’s see you shine! 
No more rainy days! 

No more skies of brooding clouds, 
No more mist or haze. 


Don your face of brightest gold, 
Put on all your wealth, 
Wear your gems of rarest sheen 


With all their worth of health. 


Mr. Sun, schooldays are gone, 
Vacation makes her bow, 

And over hills and down the trails 
Long hours we hope to plow. 


And you must do your part to make 
It all one round of fun; 

So shine your best for three long months, 
And shine and shine, Friend Sun. 


A LAST PROBLEM 


Examinations over, 
And books all put away; 

At last our care is at an end— 
We've reached the closing day. 

Our heads are crammed with knowledge, 
We're wise as any sage; 

Through book and book, by hook and crook, 
We've studied every page. 

There’s just one thing to bother now: 
Oh, how can we remember 

The facts we've gleaned and keep them fresh 
At least till next September? 
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VARIETY EXERCISES 


A HAPPY PAIR 


TINY GIRLS DRESSED IN BLUE 


First. 
Two little girls in robin’s blue, 
SECOND. : 
Two little girls to bow to you, 
First. 
Two dazzling smiles to make you glad, 
Boru. 
Two little girls you wish you had. 
First. 
Gay as the sunbeams in the sky, 
SECOND. 
Light as gold butterflies dancing by. 2a 
Boru. | 
We're brimming with joy! 
We're bursting with glee! 
We've passed to the next grade— 
She— 
And me! 
THE TALE OF TARDY TOM 
CHARACTERS 
Tarpy Tom A Farry A GosLin 


[Tarpy Tom carries some books. The Fatry is in white, 
the GOBLIN in green. An improvised resting place resembling 
a knoll is on the stage.] 


Tarpy Tom enters. 
Tarpy Tom. 
Ho! Hum! School again! 
I’m sleepy as can be. 
I’d like to take a nice long nap, 
And snooze till time for tea. 
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And why not, pray? I might as well. 

I may be late to school. [Sits down.] 
So much the better. I'll just miss 

That hard old spelling rule. [Sleeps.] 


Fairy and GOBLIN come in. 


Fairy. 
Oh, see Mr. Tardy Tom 
Sleeping on his way! 
He'll be late to school for sure 
This lovely spring time day. 
GoBLIN. 


Let’s have class right here and teach him 
Secrets he should know 
If into manhood strong and stern 
s Small Tardy Tom would grow. 
[They take a thin rope and tie Tom’s hands and feet. A 
bandage is placed over his eyes. He awakens as the two work. | 


Tarpy Tom. 
Who’s that tying up my feet? 
Who's covered up my eyes? 
Help! Oh, help! I can’t get loose! 
[Struggles.] 
Well, this is a surprise. 


Farry. 
The rope that holds you, Tardy Tom, 
Is made of lazy ways; 
You'd better break it now or sure 
*Twill bind you all your days. 
GOBLIN. 


The bandage on your eyes, O Tom, 
Is Ignorance and Woe; 

You'll walk in darkness all your days 
Unless to school you go. 
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Tarpy Tom [resisting]. 
I’ll break this rope! I must be free. 
I’ve learned my lesson well. 
Never again will I come in 


After the tardy bell. 


Fairy [untying him]. 
If that is true we'll set you free. 
Remember what we said! 
Worlds aren’t made or cities built 
By just a sleepyhead. 
[Exit the two.] 


Tarpy Tom [sitting up]. 

How very strange! Was that a dream? 
There’s no one now in sight; 

Yet I heard voices I am sure— 
Of that I feel quite right. 

[He spies a bit of rope.] 

Ah! What is this? A bit of rope! 
It must have dropped behind. 

I’]l put it in my pocket where 
It won’t be hard to find; 

And then when I am tempted more 
To linger on the lea, 

I'll get it out and think and think 
Of what they said to me. 


WALKERS 


[Any number of small children. On line 2 take three small 
steps. Skip in circle for 3 and 4. On 5 drag feet wearily. For 
7 and 8 lift feet high and splash vigorously. Bend knees on 10. 
Rush off pellmell for 12.) 


Sometimes when we go to school 
We walk, walk, walk. 

And then again we skip like this— 
Block after block. 
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Perhaps there’s times we lag along, 
Feet, oh! so slow. 

But when it’s raining then like this— 
Kerplunk! You'd hear us go. 

When we’ve climbed a long, hard hill 
We bend our knees this way, 

Though soon again we straighten up, 
And hurry off to play. 

But oh! there’s one time that we run 
Faster than we can tell! 

That’s when we hear ring loud and clear 
That dear old dinner bell! 


THE VACATION SPECIAL 


[Six small children are seated in chairs, one behind the other, 
in semblance of a train. The CONDUCTOR stands up front as he 
calls. He wears a uniform with brass buttons. Each passenger 
comes in wearing traveling clothes and carrying bags and pack- 
ages. A big sign reads “Vacation Special.” | 


Conpuctor [in loud sonorous voice]. 

All aboooard! Train is leaving. 
Not a second more! 

Get your tickets at the office 
Just beyond the door. 

This is the ‘“Vacation Special’ — 
Takes you where you will. 

Hurry up! Come get a seat. 
You'll find they quickly fill. 


[The six passengers bustle in with the usual fussiness. | 


First PASSENGER. 
Is the train on time, conductor? 


SECOND. 
Is this Number Five? 


THIRD. 
May I have this window up, please? 
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Fourtu [panting]. 
Safe! Oh, thanks alive! 


(Whistle, bell, a chugging sound and they're off. The pas- 
sengers sway back and forth in time to the movement of the 
train. The ConDUCTOR takes the tickets. ] 


ConDUCTOR. 
Tickets, please, where are you going? 
Country, city, lake? 


First PASSENGER. 
I’m going off to Swimming Town; 
A nice dip I shall take. 
SECOND. 
Picnic Meadow I desire, 
A shady tree or two; 
‘THIRD. 
Let me off at Minnow Brook 
To fish in waters blue. 


FourTH. 
I prefer the Hiker’s Hill. 
A good long walk for me. 
FIFTH. 
Stop the train at Orchard Vale, 
There’s lots I want to see. 
SIXTH. 
I plan to just stay on the train, 
And simply ride and ride. 


[There is a crash offstage, bells, whistles, and the passengers 
plunge from their seats to the floor. | 


CoNDUCTOR. 
Goodness gracious! What is that? 
There’s something wrong outside! 


% [He rushes out, but quickly returns just as the passengers 
rise from the floor.] . 
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CoNDUCTOR. 


Oh, dreadful news I have to tell! 
The engine’s lost a wheel. 

You'll have to walk the last ten miles— 
You don’t know how I feel. 


PASSENGERS [assign parts]. 


Such atrain! . . . I'll see my lawyer. 
Who ever heard the like? ; 
A horse and buggy would be better, 
ALL. 
Well, here’s where we all hike. 


[Stagger out weighted under bundles and bags.| 


NEWS FOR THE OLD TOYS 


THREE BOYS ON FLOOR MENDING TOYS 


Tom. 
Come on, you old wagon, 
I’m going to grease you well. 
JERRY. 
Get those wheels to turning, Engine. 
Ring that rusty bell. 
Dick. 
Now, Airgun, start popping please, 
I’m going to make you hum. 
ALL. 
For dear old toys, good news for you— 
Vacation days have come. 
Tom. ie 
Soon, old Wagon, you'll go spinning 
Up the sunny street. 
Jerry. 


When you’re oiled and greased, Sir Engine, 


You'll be smooth and fleet. 
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Dick. 
You seem to be a little loose here, 


I’ll just use some gum. 


ALL. 
Your lonesome days are gone, dear toys— 
Vacation days have come. 


THE “WE” THREE CHORUS 


[Jesstz, Jim and JENNIE each with a primer in hand.] 


JESSIE. 
We learned to read our lessons. 
Jim. 
We learned to write our words. 
[Writes in air.] 
JENNIE. 
We learned to spell such words as these: 
ALL. 
Horses—rabbits—birds. 
JESSIE. 
We learned to turn the pages, 
[Does so.] 
JIM. 
And yet keep reading well; 
JENNIE. 
We liked it better day by day, 
ALL, 


Yes, more than we can tell. 


[The three now read a story or poem from their primers, 
taking turns at reading.] 


Jessie [as they finish reading}. 
We've finished all our lessons, 
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Jim. 
We've passed to the next grade, 
JENNIE. 
We wish you luck and best of wishes, 
ALL. 


And that’s all, we're afraid. 


MARY CHERRY’S CALLERS 


Mary CHERRY Miss PENCIL 
Mr. INKWELL Mr. RULER 
Miss READER 


[Mr. INKWELL wears a black cloak that reaches to floor and 
closes in front. On his head is a flat black cap simulating a bottle 
stopper. Miss PENcIL is in a red, tube-like gown, arms inside. 
A tan dunce cap, black-tipped, suggests the pencil’s point. Mr. 
RULER wears a big cardboard covering him in front and divided 
and numbered into inches. Miss READER also wears a cardboard 
representing the cover of a book. The letters “Reader” are 
pasted on it and a gay picture. Mary CHERRY wears any 
pretty gown. She sits in a chair with her doll.] 


Mary CHERRY. 


Next year I’ll be six years old, 
My sweetest Annabelle. 

But where I'll be at that far time 
I fear I can not tell. 

I’ve heard that I’ll be sent to school. 
Imagine how I’ll feel! 

To go to school, not make-believe, 
With books and children real. 

But still, I wonder, Annabelle, 
What do the children do? 

The things they use—the way they work— 
Oh, how I wish I knew. 
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[Other characters now enter in turn when time to spea 
comes. As they talk Mary CueErry places her doll in the chair, 
gets up and claps her hands, runs over and carefully examines 
each caller. Then from the desk she picks up a real inkwel. ; | 
or pencil and so on, and compares it with its giant copy. The 


others when through speaking line up at one side. | 


Mr. INKWELL [entering]. 


Oh, there you are, Miss Cherry! 
I heard what you said. 
And I jumped up to help you though 
I left a cozy bed. 
I am Mr. Inkwell and 
You'll know me more some day. 
When you have learned to use me well 
A lifetime long I’ll stay. 


Miss Pencix [entering next]. 


Pardon my undying blush; 
I know I’m very red, 

But that’s no handicap I find 
When all is done and said. 

Meet Miss Pencil! I’ll be with you 
First and soon and last, 

And I'll never quite desert you 
Even when schooldays are past. 


Mr. RULER [next]. 


Don’t you think I look important - 
With these lines and numbers? 
Use me when you’re measuring 
To help avoid bad blunders. 
May I offer you a bow, 
Stiff-backed though I be? 
Mr. Ruler is my name, 
With numbers one, two, three. 
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Enter Miss Reaper. 
Miss Reaper. 
Mary Cherry, I’m delighted 
That we'll soon be friends; 

An atmosphere of right-at-home 
My cheery nature lends. 

I'll make you like school just so well 
You'll never want to leave; 
Call me Lady Reader—I’m your 

Best friend, if you please. 
ALL. 
Back to the cupboard now we go, 
We’re really runaways, 
But we'll be back to help you 
With the coming of schooldays. 


[ Exit. ] 
Mary CHerry [waving them out]. 


~Goodbye! Goodbye! A million thanks! 
Annabelle, did you hear? 
[Picks her up.] 
Oh, now, I'll stop my worrying, 
There’s nothing more to fear. 
When I go tripping off to school 
With frock all bright and new, 
I’ll never turn a hair—not I! 
I’ll know just what to do. 


THE “LOST AND FOUND” SCHOOL 
CHARACTERS 


SCHOOL-MISTRESS MEGAN 

Miss SweercakKE—Who Has Lost Her Appetite 
DiLLyDALLY—Who Has Mislaid Yesterday 
Katrina Kink—In Search of Her Cat 

Sour Satty—Anxious for the Return of Her Smile 


[ScHoot-mistress MEGAN wears a long dark gown with a 
kerchief around her neck, a small apron, spectacles and a house 
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cap on her head. She stands at a counter piled with “found” 
articles. Shelves behind the counter or a curtain covered with 
objects make an effective background. A big sign above reads 
“School for Lost and Found Articles.” The other characters are 
dressed as quaintly as the imagination suggests. When through 
speaking the characters step to one side with the exception of — 
SCHOOL-MISTRESS MEGAN. The pupil taking the part of the 
teacher should be talented, with a marked ability for gestures 
and dramatic emphasis.] 


SCHOOL-MISTRESS MEGAN [to audience]. 

No matter what you may have lost, 
No matter when or where, 

You'll find it on my shelves and counter— 
Just come take your share. 

Perhaps you've lost a merry laugh, 
Perhaps an hour or two, 

A baby tooth, a bit of song— 
It’s here, I promise you. 


Miss SwWEETCAKE enters. 


Miss SWEETCAKE. 


A school of which I’ve often heard! 
Most wonderful, I’m sure. 

Now will you help out one who finds 
She’s feeling pale and poor. 

My appetite! Completely gone! 
And where I can not say. 

Oh, Mistress Megan, if vou’ll help 
A goodly sum I'll pay. 


SCHOOL-MISTRESS MeEGAN [severely]. 
Now, Miss Sweetcake, that tooth of yours 
Should gnaw a bit of bread; 
If not I fear you’re going to be 
Just downright sick in bed. 
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These buns I give and don’t forget 
Your appetite you'll lose 

Every time you pass up bread, 
And frosted cookies choose. 


[She hands Miss SWEETCAKE a plate of buns. DILLYDALLY 
enters. | 


DILLYDALLY. 


I’ve heard that lost things in this school 
One’s always sure to find; 
I don’t believe it for I’ve lost 
A most unusual kind. 
Yesterday is what I’ve lost! 
It’s gone I’m bound to think. 
So worried was I all last night 
I never slept a wink. 


SCHOOL-MISTRESS MEGAN. 


Our yesterdays are always precious 
After they have passed, 

And since that’s so it’s just too bad 
They can not longer last. 

The thing to do is make the most 
Of each day while it’s here, 

But I’ll return your yesterday— 
I have it, never fear. 


[She gives him a calendar. Katrina Kink enters. ] 


KATRINA KINK. 


Oh, Mistress Megan, hear my cries !— 
I have lost my cat. 

He wore a little coat of red, 
A lovely, new, blue hat. 

He wore a ribbon ’round his neck, 
And white shoes on his feet. 

I’d washed his face until it shone— 
He really looked too sweet. 
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I’d combed his whiskers half an hour! 
Now please just think of that! 
Dear! Dear! Dear! Dear! 
I have lost my cat. 


SCHOOL-MISTRESS MEGAN [uplifted hands]. 
Katrina Kink! I’m glad you're here! 
I knew this was your cat. 


[Takes up cat.] 


I knew him by his bright red coat, 
His lovely, new, blue hat. 

Such whiskers! Just like purest silk! 
A cat of rare degree. 

How thankful that you found him here 
I’m sure that you must be! 


[Gives cat to owner. SouR SALLY enters. ] 


Sour SALLY. 

Mistress Megan, I could cry, 
I’m feeling sour as grapes; 

I try to smile but see my mouth— 
It takes the strangest shapes. 

I’ve lost my smile, I don’t know where— 
But if you have it here, 

And will return it now to me 
I’]l think you’re just a dear. 


SCHOOL-MISTRESS MEGAN. 


Sour Sally, forget your frown! 
Here’s your dear, sweet smile. 


[Gives her a smiling mask. ] 


You should have called some time ago, 
I’ve had it all the while. 
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Now put it on and wear it, please, 
As soon as you get home, 

And never let it get away, 
Or wander off alone. 


ALL. 


Mistress Megan, you’re a wonder! 
There’s magic in this place, 

Your deeds of wondrous kind have brought 
A smile to every face. 

We'll call again when we're in doubt, 
We'll advertise you, too, 

For such a school as this, it seems, 
Is too good to be true. 


[ Exit all.] 


SCHOOL-MisTRESS MEGAN [to audience]. . 

No matter what you may have lost 
No matter when or where, 

You'll find it on my shelves and counter— 
Just come take your share. 

It may be someone’s rosy blush, 
A Cinderella shoe, 

A memory, a last year’s hat— 
It’s here, I promise you. 
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SPRINGTIME NOVELTIES 


DAISY ALMOST DIDN’T PASS 


CHARACTERS 
BETTINA Daisy 
SPRINKLES Tue Stix Flower GRADUATES 


Moruer EartTH 


[The FLowers are concealed in a basket with the exception 
of Daisy. This basket is easily made. Take an ordinary kitchen 
table and turn it over on its side so that the top of the table 
faces toward the audience. With a wide strip of green material 
enclose the sides and front leaving the back of the table open for 
the FLOWERS fo pass in and out. On the front of the basket (or 
in other words the “top” of the table if it were standing up) 
arrange graceful festoons of pink, bows, flowers and ribbons. A 
wire serves as a@ handle. It is fastened to the middle of each 
upper table leg and arches gracefully above the basket. Pad it 
to a desired thickness and cover with green and pink paper. 
This basket can be made a lovely thing with little effort. Crepe 
paper will answer all needs. 


BETTINA wears a summer gown. SPRINKLES has a green frill 
around his neck cut in points and another frill around his waist. 
His cap is high and pointed. He carries a sprinkling can. The 
FLOWERS wear pretty light dresses. Around the neck each one 
has a stiff standup collar cut to resemble flower petals. The 
head thus rises from the center of the flower. The collar matches 
the gown in color. This is a woodland scene so a few branches 
arranged here and there add to the effectiveness. The basket is 
at the back. A small chair stands near. It is trimmed with 
flowers. BETTINA comes in. ] 


Bettina. This is a strange letter I just received. [She has the 
letter in her hand.] I can’t understand it. I was on my way 
to the garden when it fell right at my feet. From where I 
have no idea. [She reads.] ‘Dear Miss Bettina: The flowers 
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have their graduation exercises within half an hour. Take 
the path to the end of the woods, shut your eyes and turn 
around twice. Then make yourself at home.” It aroused my 
curiosity and so I did as I was told. And here I am. What 
have we here? A basket! A lovely basket! Oh, I’m going 
to see what’s in it! 


SPRINKLES [entering hastily]. No! No! No! 
Bettina [falling back]. Oh! You scared me so. 


SPRINKLES. That’s what I wanted to do. You mustn’t dare to 
look in there. If I told you what was in that basket— [He 
pulls his chin wisely and with meaning.| —if I told you— 


Bettina [eagerly]. Oh, tell me, please! Do tell! [SprinKLes 
looks around cautiously and then whispers in her ear. She 
jumps.) What! [She regards the basket with awed eyes.] 
You don’t mean it! 


SPRINKLES [nodding sagaciously]. It’s the truth. 
Bettina. But isn’t it almost time for them to come out? 


SPRINKLES. It is time, but there’s been a delay. Yes, a sad 
delay. Poor, poor Daisy! Poor girl! [He sighs and shakes 
his head.]} 


Bettina. Is she one of the flowers who is going to graduate? 
SPRINKLES [significantly]. Was—not is. 
Bettina. Didn’t she pass? [4 shocked whisper. | 


SPRINKLES. Not yet. That’s the thing to be decided. That's 
what is causing the delay. And my goodness! [He grabs 
his sprinkling can.| Here I am gossiping like this when she 
sent for me to come as fast as I can. She’s probably all wilted 
by this time. [He hurries off. ] 


Bettina. Oh, but answer just one question, won’t you, please? 
[She runs after him.] 


SPRINKLES. I can’t! I can’t! 


Bettina. Yes, you can. Tell me—why didn’t Daisy pass? 
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SPRINKLES [calling back]. Because she didn’t grow big enough. 
I’m on my way to sprinkle her right now, but I’m afraid it's 


too late. Too late. [He disappears. ] 


Bettina. What a shame! I've always liked Daisies. It isn’t 
her fault at all, I’m sure. Well, since there’s nothing to do 
but wait, I might as well take this chair. Why, it is my 
chair! It’s been placed here just for me. Here’s my name 
right on the back. [She seats herself facing toward the 
basket.| This will be an experience. Think of seeing flowers 
graduate. I never even dreamed of such a thing. I wonder— 
[Music sounds.| Music! Now what can this mean? I be- 
lieve this is a magic wood. 


[The music is in the form of humming and issues from the 
basket. Any pretty waltz tune with a good accent will do. The 
singing is heard for a few seconds before the FLOWERS appear. 
Then very slowly the flower heads rise above the edge of the 
basket. Heads must be held erect with faces turned straight 
toward the audience. All rise together, in time to music. After 
FLOWERS are standing they remain in position for a few counts 
of music. Then two leaders at back face out and lead the way 
out of the basket. They pass out in two lines, one on each side, 
around the sides and to the front. The marching step is slow 
and rhythmical. Step, two, three. Step, two, three. And so on. 
Do not have hands hanging at sides. Turn them out gracefully 
instead. Humming continues throughout. 

Leaders meeting at front join hands and face toward audience. 
March forward. Others, of course, do just as leaders. At front 
of stage leaders bow to audience, bow to each other and sepa- 
rate, going in opposite directions. Pass to front corners and 
then diagonally to center of stage. Leaders join right hands 
facing each other. Second pair steps up and joins right hands 
above the hands of the first pair. Third does same. The 
FLOWERS are now formed in a circle with all hands crossed. 


Move around in circle twice. Kneel. Rise. Around in circle. 


Drop hands. Face out. March out two steps or more, enlarg- 
ing circle. Kneel. Rise. March in circle facing ahead. Kneel. 
Rise and face in. Advance until hands meet once more. Circle. 
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Kneel. Rise. Drop hands. Two leaders advance in pair to 
front. Others fall in behind. Leaders separate at front and go 
in opposite directions. At front corners halt. Face front. This 
is an opportunity for some pretty exercise with the head, if 
desired. If not desired, omit. Flower heads nod sleepily from 
right to left. Humming gets slower and softer. Flower heads 
sleep on left shoulder. Gradually awaken. Humming louder 
and stronger. Fitowenrs lift faces looking for rain. Bend before 
wind. Droop in sun. All in time with each other and music. 
When this pantomime is completed, leaders take way to the 


back of the stage and form in two lines, one line on each side 
of the basket. ] 


BETTINA [jumping up with joy]. Oh, you beautiful Flowers! 
No wonder you're going to graduate! You couldn’t be any 
lovelier. Tell me what your names are, won’t you? Now, 
you're a rose, I’m sure! And you are— 


SPRINKLES [suddenly appearing at one side]. Now look out 
there! Be careful, can’t you? No use making yourself look 
any worse than you do right now. [He is supporting the half- 
limp form of Datsy.] Stand up, can’t you? Try, anyway. 


Daisy [in desolate tones]. I don’t want to stand up. I just 
want to wilt and die. Oh, I’m so discouraged. 


SpRINKLES. Hush! Hush! We have visitors. Now, pick up 
your spirits and you'll be looking better at once. 


Bettina. Here, poor Daisy! Take this chair. You look so 
weak. 


Daisy. Thank you so much. [She is assisted to chair.] 1 hope 
this won’t give you a bad opinion of me. [Looking up dole- 
fully into BettTina’s face.] As a usual thing I’m in the best 
of spirits. You’ve probably heard the old saying “fresh as a 
daisy.” I’m sure I’ve tried hard enough. No one could have 
wanted to grow more than I have. 


Bettina. But how did it happen that you didn’t grow? And 
what can we do? 
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SPRINKLES. Not much, I’m afraid. Mother Earth is coming 


with the diplomas in about two minutes. She'll just have to 


grow again next year. 


Daisy [bursting into loud weeping]. Oh, I can’t bear to think 
of it! What will my mother say! 


Bettina. There! There! You just leave it to me. I’ll fix 
things. Now, you’re going to graduate with the rest of the 
Flowers and don’t you forget it. I know you did your best. 


Daisy. Yes, I did. Oh, indeed, I did. [Sniff.] But I had the 
worst luck any flower ever had. [Sniff.] Last week I was 
feeling so well when all of a sudden a storm came up, and a 
big hailstone hit me on the head. [Smiff.] I was unconscious 
for half an hour. Who'd feel like doing anything after such 
an experience? 


SPRINKLES. Is there anything I can do to help? Just call on 
me. My name is Sprinkles and I’m the friend of every 
flower. 


Bettina. Run down to the store and get her some fresh petals. 
[SPRINKLES runs out.] Are you feeling better now? 


Daisy. A little, thank you. Isn’t it dreadful after you've tried 
and tried and then to fail? Why, just yesterday I was doing 
some of my very best growing when a horse stepped on me. 


Bettina. Poor thing! 


SPRINKLES [rushing in]. Here’s the petals! Hurry with all 
your might. Mother Earth is coming! 


Bettina. You help me, Sprinkles. Take off her old, orilted 


4 


‘ 


petals. [SPRINKLES jerks them off.] I'll put on these new — 


ones, while you sprinkle her a little. [SpRINKLES pretends to 


pour water from his sprinkling can while Berrina arranges — 


the petals around the other’s face.| Oh, you’re looking so — 
much better! Stand up now. [Daisy rises.] 


f 


Daisy. Oh, how strong I am! I can feel myself growing and p 


growing. [She stretches visibly.] Where shall I stand? I’m 
ready. I’m ready. 
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Bettina. Here! Right in front of the basket. [Darsy darts 
into place.| She’s here! 


Fiowers [as MotHer Eartu enters]. Hail, Mother Earth! 
[ They drop to their knees. | 


MorHer Eartu. Rise, my children. I have come to reward 
you for your year’s work. [She is dressed in flowing green 
draperies with a flowery crown on her head. | 


Fiowers [rising]. We salute you with love. [They place hands 
on hearts and bow. | 


Mortuwer EartH. Time grows short. You have done well. 
Never have I had such flourishing and healthy flowers. Rose, 
you are first. Advance and get your diploma. [Rose ad- 
vances and takes her diploma which is in the form of a green 
leaf tied with pink ribbon.| ‘There you are, my dear. [Rost 
kneels quickly and then returns to place. The others follow 
as their names are called.| Sweetpea. . . . Tulip. : 
mune oe afodil. es, Vinlet.. .. . Now, here 
is one more diploma. [MoTHeER EartTH squints at it care- 
fully.] 1 can’t quite read the name. It has been scratched out 
and then written in again so that it is a little bit mussy. Let 
me see— [She begins to spell.| —-D-A-I— 

Daisy [running to her and crying out rapturously]. Oh, 
Mother Earth, I can tell you what that name is! [She clasps 
her hands and drops to her knee.] It’s Daisy! 

Moruer Eartu. And so it is! Well! Well! Here you are, 
Daisy. And.I wish you all the luck in the world. [Dartsy 
skips back to place.] 

Bettina. How glad I am that I accepted this invitation. 
Otherwise, what would poor Daisy have done? 

SprINKLES. As a matter of fact, I sent you that invitation. 
I’ve noticed how you love flowers and I knew you'd be de- 
lighted to come. 

Berrina. Oh, you dear Sprinkles! 


Moruer Eartru. And now away to my summer palace. Fall 
in line, my followers, and we will be off to my court. 
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[The Frowers begin humming the waltz tune as before. 
Daisy picks up the long veil that MoTHER EARTH wears in 


2 


back, and holds it as if it were a train. Behind Datsy the other — 


Fiowers fall into place in pairs and in the rear is SPRINKLES. 
Lead by Motruer EartH and to the same step as used previ- 
ously—step, two, three—step, two, three—the cortege moves 
around the stage once and then off. BETTINA stands watching.]} 


Bettina [as the singing procession passes from sight]. Good- 
bye! Goodbye! [Waving.| Yes, Pll come again next year. 


Send me the invitation just as you did before. Goodbye! — 


[Turning to go.| And now I must run home and tell mother 
what happened. She’ll never believe it’s so and to tell the 
truth, I don’t think I’ll believe it myself. [ Exit. ] 


QUEER EXCUSES 


CHARACTERS 


Mr. SwitcH LADYSLIPPER 

BUTTERCUP MarIcoLp 

TOADSTOOL FourR-0’ CLOCK 
BLUEBELL 


COSTUMES 


Mr. SwitcH wears a long-tailed coat and spectacles. He sits 
at a desk or table. Chairs are arranged in a row at one side. 
Any equipment to lend a schoolroom atmosphere may be added 


as desired. BUTTERCUP wears a yellow frill around her neck 
and a yellow cap. TOADSTOOL wears a grey cape and on his 


head is a flat grey hat turning down all around. LADYSLIPPER 
wears a silvery frill and a cap to match. MARIGOLD wears a 
yellow cape cut in points and a crown with points turning up. 
Four-o'cLock wears a red frill and a red cap. A bell-shaped 
hat and a blue collar coming down over the shoulders and cut 
in scallops suffices for BLUEBELL. Parts may be taken by pri- 
mary or tmtermediate children. Butrercup, ToapstooL and 
Four-0’cLock are parts for boys. 


eee oe | 
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Mr. Switcu. Now I have warned these pupils of mine that if 
they come late again they must have excuses—and good ones, 
at that. Nothing else but the best will do. I’ll ring the bell. 
It’s time. [He rings the bell vigorously. Listens and then 
rings it again.| Ah! Just as I thought. Late again! There 
comes that little rascal Buttercup. He better be ready with 
the best of reasons for his tardiness. 


Buttercup [hurrying in with book in hand]. Oh, Mr. Switch, 
let me explain— 


Mr. Switcn. Out with it, Buttercup! No fibbing. I want the 
truth as to why you are late. 


Buttrercup. Wait until you hear my excuse. It’s wonderful. 
I was passing Mother Mopper’s just now. I heard her crying. 


Mr. Switcu. What has that to do with your excuse? 


Buttercup. Everything. You see, she had been getting ready 
to make a cake when what do you thank happened? 


Mr. Switcu. I know what will happen to you if you don’t 
hurry up and give me your excuse. 


Buttercup. Why, the poor old soul dropped her cup of butter 
and the cat ate it. Then she had no butter for her cake. 


Mr. SwitcH. What did you do? 


Buttercup. I simply told her she could take some of my 
butter. I thought it was the only thing to do. 


Mr. Switcu. Very good, Buttercup. Your excuse is satis- 
factory. I’ll make a note of it. Now get busy with your 
lesson. [He opens a big book and writes.] Well, and there 
comes Toadstool. I wonder if— 


Enter ToADSTOOL. 


Toapstoot. Oh! Oh! Oh-h! 


Mr. Switcu [severely]. Now, now! What’s the meaning of 
all these grunts? If you got up early enough, this wouldn’t 
happen. Your excuse, Sir Toadstool? [He advances shaking 
his ruler. 
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Toapstoot. I have one, Mr. Switch, and a good one, too. — 


You know Miss Muffet, don’t you? 
Mr. Switcu. Miss Muffet of the tuffet? 


ToapstooL. The same. I met her just as she was starting out 
for a walk. She had on a lovely new dress. Suddenly it began 
to rain. There she was—poor Miss Muffet! No umbrella 


A 


and the rain simply pouring down. She asked me to take her ~ 


home, and I couldn’t refuse, particularly when my head makes 
such a lovely umbrella. 


Mr. Switcu. Too tender-hearted, Toadstool. Too tender- 
hearted. It will get you into trouble. But your excuse is 


passing. I will make a note of it. At the same time I might 


add that I like to have my pupils nice and polite. Very good, 


Toadstool. [Mr. Switcu writes. ToapsToot and BuTTER- 


CUP sit on chairs and study.| Has anyone seen Ladyslipper — 


and Marigold? Ah, here they come now. [They enter. ] 


Young ladies! Young ladies! I am surprised. Late again! — 
Ladyslipper, what have you to say? It’s almost eleven o’clock. — 


Two hours late! 


Lapystipper. Oh, Mr. Switch, I have had such a romantic | 


experience. I’ve been worn by a queen. A fairy queen. 
Mr. Switcu. A fairy queen? 


Lapystipper. Exactly! She had lost one of her slippers while — 
chasing butterflies. And so I let her wear me home. Wasn't — 


it wonderful? I feel so uplifted. 


Mr. Switcu. That’s all very well, but I can’t have queens 


interfering with my schoolwork. I’ll accept your excuse this 3 


time but don’t let it happen again, Ladyslipper. 
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Lapystipper. I don’t think it will happen again. She said I — 


hurt her foot, but I’m sure I wasn’t to blame. I think maybe — 


she had—you know, Mr. Switch—corns! [In a confidential 
whisper. | 


Mr. Switcn [shocked]. To your seat at once! Very well, 
Marigold. 


Manricotp [sobbing]. I—I’ve been robbed. 


sa aS 
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Mr. Switcu. Robbed? [Maricotp nods and sobs.] By 
whom? 


Maricotp. I don’t know. I sat down for a moment and I 
must have fallen asleep. When I awoke I found all my 
gold hou: gone. I hunted and hunted but it was no use. Oh, 
dear! 


Mr. Swircu. That is too bad, Marigold. Perhaps I shall go 
out and help you look for it. Your excuse is certainly very 
satisfactory. Now what, pray, is that noise? [A bell is heard 
ringing outside.| Most disturbing! [He hurries to look. | 


Oruer Pupits. It’s Bluebell, Mr. Switch. 


Mr. Switcu. Bluebell? And ringing in that manner? I shall 
be very severe with Miss Bluebell about this. [ BLUEBELL 
runs in vigorously ringing a bell concealed in her pocket. | 


BLUEBELL. Good morning, Mr. Switch. Guess why I am 
late? 


Mr. Swircu. Stop that noise this instant. Don’t you realize 
school has begun? In fact, you are three hours late. 


BLUEBELL. I’m sorry, Mr. Switch, but you see at the fire I 
got to ringing with all my might and main and I just couldn’t 
get stopped. Oh, it was exciting ! 


Mr. Switcu [threateningly]. Now, Bluebell, are you telling 
me the truth? What fire is this you're so agitated about ? 


BLUEBELL. It was a fire at the Ladybug’s house. You know 
she has often been told to fly away home because her house 
was on fire and this time it was true. Oh, those flames ! 


Mr. Switcu. But explain your part, please, and at once. 


BLUEBELL. I was the bell on the fire engine! [With triumph. | 
The firemen discovered that just as they were ready to start 
the bell had disappeared. Of course they had to have a bell, 
so I simply jumped on the front of the engine and rode along. 
There is nothing more wonderful, I found, than being a fire 


bell. 
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Mr. Switcu [meditatively]. Very well. Since you performed 
a worth-while duty, I shall accept your excuse. You have 
done well, Bluebell. 


BLUEBELL. I knew you would think so, Mr. Switch. [She 
takes her chair and studies.| What’s our lesson? [Mnr. 
SWITCH shows her. ] 


Mr. Switcu. Now where, pray, is Four-o’clock? Where can 
that rascal be? [He peers out the door.] 


A Voice. Here I am, Mr. Switch. And right on time, too! 
Pupits. Listen to him! Right on time, he says. 


Buttercup. Yes, he’s right on time to go home. It’s four 
’ 
o'clock. 


Four-o'cLock. Yes, and so am J. That’s why I just arrived. 
What’s the use of having a name if you don’t live up to it? 


Mr. Switcu. Your excuse is not acceptable. Unless you think 
of something better, you will have to remain one hour after 
school. 


Four-o'cLock. Well, now, let me think. What reason could 
I give for being late? [He frowns and thinks.] Oh, I have 
it! I forgot to wind myself last night and so I stopped run- 
ning early this morning. I never dreamed it was so late. 


Pupizts. That’s a good excuse, Mr. Switch. 


Mr. Switcn. Very well, Four-o’clock. Take your chair. Books 
aside, scholars. Everyone sitting up nice and straight. It is 
time for school to let out. I find that all of you had excellent 
reasons for being late, and I might say that I think the best 
one of all was given by Four-o’clock. 


Pupits. Thank you, Mr. Switch. We'll try to have even 
better excuses tomorrow. [They pass in line to door. | 


Mr. Switcn. That’s right. If you must have excuses I insist 
that they be good ones. Goodnight, children. 


CuiLpren. Goodnight, Mr. Switch. [Exit all.} 
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SCHOOL IN THE FOREST 


CHARACTERS 
IMOGENE and EicHt Lear ELves oF THE Forest. 


COSTUMES 


IMOGENE wears ordinary clothes and wears a hat. She car- 
ries a small basket containing lunch. The LeaF ELVES are in 
green; a green leafy frill around neck, waist and a leafy cap 
will answer the purpose. On the back each one wears a big 
number, beginning with one and reaching to eight. A small 
chair covered with a green cloth awaits IMOGENE’S arrival. 
Green boughs may supplement the scene to give a woodland 
appearance. 

IMOGENE enters. 


ImocENE. At last school is out, and how glad I am—though 
I love my studies. I thought I would like to eat my lunch 
in the woods today so I had mother put up a bit for me. 
[ll eat it right this minute. Oh, here is a nice little hill 
where I can sit very comfortably. [She takes the chair.] 
How I wish I was a squirrel or a bird or even a leaf on a 
tree! [She opens her basket.] They have no arithmetic, no 
spelling, no reading and no writing. All day long they just 
play and play. 


Voice [owner concealed under the green cover of the chair at 
back]. You are very much mistaken ! 


Imocenr. Mercy me! What's that? [She jumps up and 
chokes.] Oh, that frightened me so I swallowed a great big 
piece of sandwich. It took the wrong road. [She pats her 
throat and coughs.] Oh, I hope it finds the way back. Those 
cross-roads in my throat are really very dangerous. I think I 
shall have to have a sign put up or probably hire a traffic 
policeman to see that the food goes the right way. Well, that 
must have been my imagination. I see no one. [She sits 
down. | 


CERO 
Wane es 
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Voice. You can’t see me but I’m here. 


IMoGENE [starting up again]. Where are you? Where are 
you? 

Voice. I am invisible. I am the voice of the forest. No one 
can see me. But I want to prove to you that you are wrong. 
We do not play all day. We have school, too. 


IMOGENE [sitting down and looking up and all around]. Oh, 
do you? Pardon me. Then I was wrong. 


Voice. Would you like to see a class in arithmetic? 
ImocENE. Oh, I’d love-to see a class in arithmetic! 


Voice. Very well. Any question you ask will be answered. 
Any problem you wish worked will be worked. Clap your 
hands three times. 


IMOGENE [excitedly]. Clap my hands three times? 


[She does so. At once the eight Lear Eves bound out, form 
into one line, bow low and straighten standing in order. | 


Voice. The class of Leaf Elves is ready. I leave them to you. 


IMocene. What’s four and four? [The Lear Eur with the 
number eight on his back faces about revealing his answer. | 
Right! Right! [ImMocENE jumps to her feet. The ELF re- — 
turns to place.| What is two times six? [Eves ONE and 
Two face swiftly about, showing the answer twelve.| Won- 
derful! What's twenty-one divided by three? [Seven 
wheels.| Oh, how bright you are! Now I’m going to ask 
you a hard one. What is seven times eight? [There isa 
perplexed moment. The Exves frown and scratch their heads. 
Then then give a glad jump and clap their hands and Exves 
Five and Six face about, making the answer fifty-six.] 1 
never dreamed that leaves could be so smart. Why, I thought 
you were just for the wind to tease and to make nice shade 
in the summer. 


Voice. Ask them to work some problems, They love to exer- 
cise their brains. 
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_Imocene. Problems? Now that is asking something I’m not 
sure of myself. What if I ask them a problem I can’t work 
myself? How will I know whether the answer is right? 


Voice. Leave it to the Elves. Ask them and they will answer. 


IMocene. In that case I will. Now, Elves, listen carefully. 
If I have five puppies with short tails and I sell each puppy 
for three dollars, how much money will I have? [The Lear 
ELVES answer immediately. ONE and Five jump out front 
and stand side by side with backs turned. ELF ONE produces 
a card from a concealed place and holds it up in position. On 
it is a dollar sign. The answer reads $15.] 


Voice. There! How’s that for smartness? 


‘Imocene. Why—you’re twice as clever as I am! I couldn’t 
think of the answer myself. But wait! I have a wonderful 
idea. There was one arithmetic problem in my book that I 
worked and worked and worked, and the answer never 
would come right. I'll ask the Leaf Elves to do it for me. 


Voice. Good! Good! 


ImoceNneE. If I had six Easter rabbits and each rabbit gave me 
eleven pink and blue eggs, and then J sold each egg for two 
cents to an old woman with one eye, how much money would 
I have? 


[The Etves give signs of agonized concentration and then 
the answer is delivered. ELvES ONE, THREE and Two leap out 
into place. Err ONE holds up a dollar sign and ELF THREE 
holds up a period or decimal point. The answer reads $1.32.] 


IMOGENE. You are the most wonderful leaves in the world! 
If only my teacher could see you. She would put you in 
class A at once. 

Voice. The time has come for the Leaf Elves to go back to 
school. Clap your hands three times, Imogene. 

ImMocENE. Goodbye, Elves. Many thanks for the class in arith- 


metic. [She claps three times. With a bound the ELVES are 
gone.| What other classes have you, Mr. Voice? [There is 
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no answer.] 1 would like to hear a spelling class. [4 gain no 
answer.]| He must have gone, too. I believe I am all alone 
once more. [She picks up her lunch.] It is time to go home. 


noe 


But I intend to come again tomorrow. And the day after — 
that and the day after that. This is more fun than anything © 


else I could do. Just think of it! Leaves that can do arith- 
metic! [Exit.] 
BIRDS OF A FEATHER 


CHARACTERS 
Rosin ‘TANAGER 


BLUEBIRD ORIOLE 
CANARY HumMmING Birp 


COSTUMES 


4 


The costumes consist only of wings and tight-fitting caps. 
Wings may be of the sleeve-wing variety or fastened on back. 


The colors involved are characteristic of the birds. If a breast 


is a distinguished part of the bird in question, as in the case of — 


the robin, add that. Cap is color of the bird’s head. 


Rosin. School is out today for all the children. I wonder how — 


much they have learned. 


Biuesirp. I hope they have learned not to spoil birds’ nests. — 


Or to throw stones. 


Canary. Oh, we can trust the children. Never fear. But 
what have you learned this spring? I have been very busy — 


getting an education. 


TANAGER. So have I. The children aren’t the only ones who 
have been going to school. I have been learning how to 


swing on the highest twig of the old oak tree. I swing and — 


dance with every breeze. How about you, Oriole? 


Oriote. Just wait until you hear! My new nest is made with 


such skill that it rocks to and fro just like Baby Bunting’s 
cradle. I studied hard until I found out the secret. 


oon 
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~ Humminc Birp. I am just a little Humming Bird, but when 
I see a store of honey in the heart of a flower I make one 
dive. I have learned my lesson so well that I never miss. I 
shoot down like a living rainbow. What have you learned, 


Robin? 
Rosin [proudly]. To be a painter! 
Birps. Painter? What do you paint? 


Rosin. Eggs. I dip my brush into the summer sky and splash 
the gorgeous blue on my eggs hidden in the corner of the 
fence post. The effect is wonderful. But that isn’t all I have 
learned. 


BLUEBIRD. What else, Robin? 


Rosin. I have discovered how to pull the longest and toughest 
worm out of his hole in the ground, no matter how hard he 
digs in his toes. And that’s something worth learning. How 
many times have I gone hungry because some worm got the 
best of me? 


Canary. All my family like seeds instead of worms. We are 
canaries, you know. I have found a grain bin where every 
day I go and take eating lessons. 


Tanacer. Talking of families, do you realize that we are all 
birds of different kind ? 


OrioLe. You know the old saying “Birds of a feather flock 
together.” But we are together and yet not of a feather. 


Humminc Birp. Different in color but at heart the same. 
Biuesirp. Yes, we love our nests, our eggs, and our songs. 


ALL. Let us have one dance before we fly away to our nests. 


[To a waltz tune the birds flutter around in a circle, wings 
uplifted. Turn around once. Kneel. Rise and continue around 
in circle. Face in. Lift faces and wings toward sky. Flutter 
to center of circle. Run backward. Again flutter to circle, 
bright wings lifted high. Face out. Trip out, forming large 
circle. Kneel and fold wings. Head drops to shoulder, tucked 
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under wing. Sleep. Awaken. Rise and turn in gay circle, © 
wings held wide, but not up. Now extend wings upward and — 
fly swiftly around circle. Face toward center. With wings — 
pointed straight toward sky run to center, hands meeting. 
Leader then runs swiftly off followed by others.] 


BIRCH TREE REBELS 


CHARACTERS 
BircH TREE PINE TREE Rep MAPLE 


COSTUMES 


Bircu TREE wears a light grey cape with silver strips here — 
and there. Pine TREE is in dark green with scalloped effects. 
Rep MapPLe is in red. ‘ 


Pine Tree [entering]. Where are you, Birch Tree? I have — 
been looking for you everywhere. [Pauses and glances 
around.] Not here. Now what can this mean? We had an ~ 
engagement. i 

Rep Mapte [entering]. Good day, Pine Tree. Have you © 
heard about Mr. Birch? 


Pine Tree. No. What? Not bad news I hope, Red Maple. 
Rep Map te [shaking his head sadly]. The very worst. : 
Pine Tree [anxiously]. Tell me, please. 

Rep Mapte. Birch Tree has found out, at last 

Pine Tree. What! Has someone told him— 


Rep Mapte [nodding]. —about the switches. He’s simply 
heartbroken. He never dreamed that he was being used just — 
as switches to spank naughty pupils who do not study their 
lessons. He says he’s so disgraced he’ll never look anyone in — 
the face again. a | 


PINE TREE [warningly]. Here he comes. [BircH TREE enterad 
with hanging head.| Good day, Birch Tree. : 
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Brrcu Tree. Did you know all the time? Isn’t it dreadful? 
[He hides his face in his handkerchief. 


Pine Tree. Yes, Birch Tree, I knew you were famous as 
spanking rods, but I didn’t tell you because I thought it was 
best not to. 


Rep Mapte. But cheer up! You should be proud of your 
record. You are the children’s best friend, in a way. 


BircH Tree. In what way, may I ask? [From behind hand- 
kerchief, uncovering one eye to look.| - 


Pine Tree. Why, that’s easily answered. It makes them study 
their lessons. I heard Jimmy Jackpot say that it was all on 
your account that he got one hundred in spelling. His teacher 
had threatened to—to—well, one might say to introduce 
you to him. 


Bircu Tree [beginning to brighten]. And didn’t Jimmy Jack- 
pot want to be introduced ? 


Pine Tree [significantly]. Not that way. 


Rep Mapte. There’s more to tell, too. Annabell Astoria says 
you are to get all the credit for her being on time every 
day this year. Her mother had hinted around about you 
several times. 


Bircu Tree. Indeed? 


Pine Tree. Billy Lazybones passed his grade last year just on 
your account. He said he had never seen you and he didn’t 
want to see you, but there was only one way out of it. That 
was to pass. So he passed. 


Rep Mapte. You saved Lily Pixie from a dreadful illness. 


She wanted to go out in the rain; she declared she would go 
out in the rain. But just then she saw you peeking at her 
from behind the cupboard. That helped her change her mind. 


Bircu Tree. Can it be that I have looked at this matter in 
the wrong way? 


OTHER Trees. No doubt about it. 
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Brrcu Tree. In that case, I’m going to grow stronger than © 


ever. I’m going to send out new shoots that will make the 


best sort of switches, and so in that way I’ll help the chil- — 
dren be good, study their lessons, pass their grades and keep 


them well. It’s a big program but I think I can do it. 


Oruer Trees. Certainly you can, Birch Tree. And best of | 


luck to you. [Exit.] 


LONG EARS FOR TAR BABY 


CHARACTERS 
STtuFFY RABBIT Tar Basy GROWLS 


COSTUMES 


Headdresses constitute the costumes for this little play unless 
an entire costume is desired. STUFFY RABBIT wears a white cap 


with long white ears. ‘TAR Baby is a black cat and wears a hood © 
with regulation kitty ears. GROWLS is a dog of brown and — 
white mixture. A brown hood with nice floppy brown ears, 


white-spotted, suffices for him. 


STtuFFY Rassit [packing his bag for vacation]. What a won- 


derful summer it will be! I will have the best of company — 
for I have asked Tar Baby and Growls to go with me. — 
There’s Tar Baby now. I suppose he is all ready for our trip — 


to the country. 


Tar Basy [bouncing in, a bag in one hand and a toy mouse in 


the other|. I passed, Stuffy Rabbit! I passed and I was the — 
highest, in the cat class. See? Here is the card the teacher — 


gave me. [He holds up his mouse. | 


STUFFY Rappir. I passed, also, but I wasn’t the best by any 
means. Still, I got a nice card, too. Here it is. [He holds 


up acarrot.| Are you all packed, Tar Baby? 


Tar Basy [nodding]. All packed. I didn’t forget my catnip 4 


ball nor my new boots. 


Bees y 
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SturFy Ragsit. Growls will be here any minute. 


Tar Basy [with a look of horror]. Growls? I hope you 
haven’t invited him! 


SturFy Rasgir. Why not? I thought the three of us could 
have so much fun playing in the woods and the meadows. 


Tar Basy. Stuffy Rabbit, I’m surprised! Don’t you under- 
stand? He’s a dog and I’m a cat. And cats and dogs have 
fought since the first rising of the first sun. 


Sturry Ragsit [dropping his bag]. My goodness! I never 
thought of that. What a blunderhead! 


Tar Basy. I’m sorry, Stuffy Rabbit, but I’ll just have to re- 
fuse your invitation. That means I’ll spend my vacation 
sitting-on a back fence and singing to the moon. You meant 
well, Stuffy, but—Oh, dear, I’m so disappointed. [He starts 
off. | 


Sturry Rapsit. Wait! Wait, Tar Baby. I have an idea. 
How would you like to be a rabbit for the summer? 


-’Tar Basy [stopping and staring]. I can’t. I’m a cat. 


StuFFy Rassit. Yes, but you won’t be a cat long. I'll fix 
things. [He starts to dig into his bag.| Just give me time. 
[He pulls out a pair of rabbit ears.| Look at these! A nice 
pair of rabbit ears. They’re the ones I always wear on Sun- 
day, but I'll let you borrow them. 


Tar Basy [joyfully]. Oh, I see! I'll wear your Sunday ears 
and then Growls will think I am a rabbit. What z good 
idea! Put them on, Stuffy Rabbit. Put them on. [Strurry 
RapsiT slips them over the cat ears.] 


Sturry Rappit [in a loud voice of pleasure]. Ah! You look 
just like my dear brother, the one that the Joneses ate for 
dinner only last month. He was such a handsome fellow. 


Grow .s [entering with his bag]. Good morning, Stuffy Rabbit. 
Let us be off to the country. And who is this? A relative of 
yours? 
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Sid hae aa y 
oe 


Srurry Rasgit. Just—just a friend of mine. Mr. Growls, — 
meet Mr.—Mr. Funny Bunny. : 


Tar Basy. Good day. [He retreats behind SruFFY RapBitT.] — 
Growts. Delighted to know you, Mr. Funny Bunny. 


Srurry Ragsit. All right. Let’s be off. We're all ready. 
Come on, you two. [He starts off.] : 

Tar Basy [in a tremulous voice to Grow.s]. Tell me, please, — 
but do you think I really look like a rabbit ? 


Growts [in surprise]. Why, certainly! How do you want to : 
look? Like a giraffe? a 


Tar Basy. But my ears. You think they truly look like rab- 4 
bit’s ears? [Anxiously.] k 
Grows. They look real, all right. But I don’t understand. — 
Why should you— 
Tar Basy [hurriedly]. Oh, nothing! Nothing! I’m just full — 
of foolish questions. That’s all. [Jn his excitement he reaches — 


up and pulls at one ear. It comes off.] Of course, they’re © 
real. [He gasps with terror when he sees the ear in his : 


hand.| Oh! Oh! 
Grow s [fiercely]. Ha! What’s this! A cat! 


Tar Basy [starting to run]. Get out of my way, Stuffy Rab- a 
bit. I’ve been found out. a 


Growts [after him]. I'll teach you to fool me that way. No — 
cat can treat me like this. [Exit cat and dog.] 


SturFy Rassit [throwing his bag down in disgust]. Such ae 
pair! I'll never invite either one out to my farm again. This — 
will teach me a lesson. Cats are cats and dogs are dogs and — 
never, never will I make this mistake again. I’ll go off on © 
my vacation all alone. That will be so much the better. At — 
least there will be no fighting. [Exit.] 
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DIALOGUES AND PLAYS 


THE GAME THEY PLAYED 


{Two small girls are seated in chairs with dolls, carriages and 
other toys. | 


Creo. Second graders, now! Isn’t it exciting? I feel so old. 
Do you see any gray hairs, Vida? 


Vina. No, Cleo, but I do see a few wrinkles. [They laugh.] 
But let’s not mention school. Suppose we just forget all 
about it. It was fun while it lasted, but this is vacation. 
Mama said I shouldn’t think of it for three months. 


Ciro. Just what my mother said, too. They’re right. We'll 
not mention school or think of it until next September. Now 
remember! Not a word about school for three months. 


Vina. It’s a bargain. But what shall we_play this afternoon? 
House or something else? 


Cie0. Not house. That’s so tiresome. But suppose we play 

hospital. Do you want your children to be sick or should 
ine? 
mine! 


Vina. Both of my dolls have broken legs and sawdust indiges- 
tion. And besides that, one of them has an eye gone. If we 
play hospital mine will surely have to be the patients. But 
can't we think of something else? Something new? Try, 


Cleo. 


Creo. I am trying. There doesn’t seem to be anything. But 
let me see— [Knitted brows.] How about Ladies Aid? And 
we can get mother to give us something for lunch. 


Vina. I don’t feel like sewing. I have another idea. Let’s be 
travelers on the train. Should we, Cleo? 


Creo. But we were travelers just yesterday! You wanted 
something new. 
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Viva. Well, I give up. [With a sigh.] Vve racked my brain : 


over and over. 


Creo. Dear! Dear! What can we play? 


Vina [echoing her dismally]. What can we play? [They sit — 
with their heads bowed. Then Cio suddenly jumps up.) 


Chuo. I’ know! T know?) OW, I've’ dioneusl of a eonceenee 


game. Let’s play school! 


Vina. Oh, yes! Let’s play school. Come on. We'll go and get — 
our books and pencils right this minute. [They grab their — 


dolls and run off as fast as they can.} 


PROOF FOR RICHARD 
[RicHarp, Howarp, Marion and CARou seated around a 
table or nearby. | 
Ricuarp. Thank goodness school is over! I thought I'd never 
be able to stand it. until the last day. 


Marion. Now, old crosspatch, that’s no way to talk when 
every day in school adds to one’s treasures. 


Howarp. Treasures? Listen to the girl. What sort of treas- — 


ures, pray tell? 


RicHArp. That’s what I’d like to know? Gold, silver, dia- 
monds? 


Marion. No—brains! Just that, and it is the most valuable of — 


all riches. 


DLT 


Caro. And your supply is so small, Richard, I should think — 


you'd be delighted to add to it when possible. 


RicHarp. Nonsense! That stuff we learn in school doesn’t — 


get us anywhere. We never use it. Soon as we get out of 
school we forget it at once. 


Marion. Oh, do we? Do we? What a foolish remark! 
Caro. What he needs is proof. 
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RicHarp. Yes, proof. When a thing is shown to me in its real 
light I can believe it, but I think you'll be busy trying to 
take up evidence that school is worth while. [He paws around 
on the table.| I'll give a nickel for every bit of evidence. 


Howarp. What are you hunting for? 


RicHarp. Paper, pen and ink. [I’m going to write a letter to 
Uncle Jim. 


Howarp. Is he going to help you make that bird house you 
are planning? 

Ricuarp. He said he would, but he wanted to know how much 
it would cost to buy the material. 


Marron. Don’t upset the ink, Dick. 


Caro. Give my regards to Uncle Jim, and ask him when he is 
coming to visit. 


RicHArp. Don’t give me too many instructions. I want this 
letter to be just right. [He writes.| Uncle Jim notices 
everything. I’m mighty glad I got such high grades in pen- 
manship all this year in school. At least I know my letter 
will look good. 


[Carot leans over and whispers to Marion. Marion takes 
out paper and pencil and slyly writes something down. Then 
she nods and winks at Carou. The latter reads her book but 
looks up smilingly from time to time.] 


Howarp. Look out! That heading isn’t right. 

RicHarD [stopping and frowning]. What's wrong with it? 

Howarp. Capitals and punctuation. You need a comma here 
[Pointing.], and a period here. We had that in language the 
last week of school. 


Ricuarp [taking an eraser]. Glad you told me, Howard. Now 
I remember. We had the same lesson. [He changes his let- 
ter with concentrated care and Marion makes a second jot- 
ting on her pad.]| 


Caror [looking up]. If Uncle Jim only knew the trouble he 
Was causing! 
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Marion. Look out for your grammar, Richard. That is your 
weak point. z 
Ricuarp. Yes, I know, but I’m stepping carefully. We had a_ 


good snappy review of grammar the last month and I feel 
right up on all the “is” and “are” mistakes. [Marion makes 


a note. | . 
Howarp [again inspecting the letter]. My land! It’s a good — 
thing I’m keeping an eye on you. e 
Ricuarp [chagrined]. Now what’s wrong? What are you 
kicking about, Old Lady Grundy? 4 
Howarp [pointing]. Is that the way to spell materials? Is ite 
Ignoramus ? : 


RicHarp. By George! I believe I have the letters mixed up. — 
Carot. That isn’t so bad as long as all the letters are there. 


RicHarp. Oh, they’re all here, all right, and a few extra ones, — 
too, but the trouble is: they aren’t in the right order. How — 
is that word spelled, anyway? ‘ 

Howarp. M-a-t-e-r-i-a-l-s. id 

Ricuarp. Thanks. You’ve saved my reputation. But now — 
there’s one more thing before I close my letter. i 


Howarp. What’s that? 


Ricuarp. I have to figure out the cost of that bird house. I 
started figuring yesterday but I didn’t get it finished. [He — 
takes a piece of paper and a pencil and gets busy.| Six times — 
eight is forty-eight. Add nineteen and subtract ten. There! 
I guess that’s right. But arithmetic always was my weak — 
point. ; 


Caro. Send him all your love and kisses, Dick. 4 


mt 

RicHarp. Do you think I want to make him die laughing? 
Not much. I always sign my letters just ‘““Cheerfully yours, — 
and hope you are the same.” Ah! Done! [He puts down 


“e, 
hes 
ee 

cs 


his pen and folds the letter. MARION leaps up.] 
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Marion. Twenty-five cents, please! [She holds out her hand.} 


RicHarD [looking at her in astonishment]. Are you talking in 
your sleep? 


Caror. Make him pay it, Marion. You earned it fairly and 
squarely. 


Howarp. Now, now, girls! Explain to the poor fellow. 


Marion. We will! [Jn triumph.] You said you would pay 
five cents for every proof that school helped us in our outside 
life. Now, here is the proof, dear brother, and—get the key 
to your bank. Listen: [She reads.] First. Penmanship. You 
said you were glad your letter would look so well. Where 
did you learn how to write? [She shakes an accusing finger 
at him.] 


Caro [vigorously]. At school! 


Marton. Second: Howard pointed out that your heading was 
wrong and you said you remembered that you had had it in 
a language lesson, too. Where do you have language lessons, 

? 

pray! 


Caror [with emphasis]. At school! 


Marion. That is only a beginning. You mentioned grammar, 
and stated that you had profited by the review your teacher 
gave you. Fourthly, you had to be corrected in spelling which 
proves that above all places the place for you is— 


Carot and Howarp [gaily]. —at school! 


Marion. And finally, where did you learn how to add and sub- 
tract, multiply and divide? Why, you learned it— 


RicHarD [hastily and loudly]. Yes, I know where. At school! 


Oruers. Are you convinced? Do you believe that school is 
helpful ? 


RicHarp. I certainly do. Bring me my bank. I’m a ruined 
man financially, but it was worth it. [He gives MARION a 
quarter. | 
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Marion. Now just to prove that I had only your interest at 
heart, Richard, I invite you and Carol and Howard to come 
with me right this minute. And one and all, we will follow 


the path that leads to the ice cream stand. Also, I might — 


remind you, Richard, of the old saying. 
Ricuarp. What old saying? 


Marion. “Experience teaches a dear school, but fools will — 


learn in no other.” 


SPENSER LEARNS HIS SPELLING 


[SPENSER sits in a chair, glowering, with a book held tightly 


shut %n his hand. ] 


Spenser. I told Lucy that I wouldn’t learn this old spelling, © 
and I won’t. Not even if I have to go without breakfast and 
supper and dinner and lunch and tea and bread-and-butter — 
slices in between meals and all the rest of my eating. Did 
you hear, Lucy? [To someone off stage.) I’m not studying — 


and I don’t intend to. 


Lucy [entering]. Good! I’m glad to know I have such a_ 
smart brother. He doesn’t have to study, it seems. Very 


well. Put away your book and we'll play a game. 
SPENSER [staring in surprise]. Game? Do you mean it? 


Lucy. You'll soon see. Get a paper and pencil. I know an 


peach of a game. 


SPENSER [throwing his book down with a bang]. Hurray] 
Now you are talking. I’m glad you decided that this old 
spelling wasn’t so important. [He gets a paper and pencil.] 


Well, let’s start. 


Lucy. I’m going to ask you some questions first. This game 


is sort of a puzzle. The answers must be written. Now first 
of all, answer this question—What is your favorite dessert? 


SPENSER. That’s what I call a real question. Ice cream of 
course. [Starts to write and then stops.] Let’s see. How is 


that word spelled—with one e or two? 


a 
a 
ie: 
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Lucy. With one, and an a. 
SPENSER. Now, I have it. I-c-e ¢-r-e-a-m, ice cream. 
Lucy. What month do the leaves turn red and yellow? 


SPENSER [scratching his head]. That’s a hard one. Some turn 
red in September and some in October. But I guess October 
is the right one, isn’t it? But how is that word spelled ? 

O-c-t-o-b—What comes next, Lucy ? 

Lucy. I'll spell it for you. Listen: O-c-t-o-b-e-r, 

SPENSER. All right. I got that one in my mind. What’s next? 

Lucy. What is the name of a baby cat? 


SPENSER [laughing]. Why, kitten, of course. [He writes.] 
K-i-t—Say, how many t’s are there in kitten? 


Lucy. Two. [He scribbles it down.] 


SPENSER. I’ve answered every one of your questions so far, 
Lucy. Looks to me as if I’d win this game. 


Lucy [with a sly smile}. 1 think you will, too, Spenser. Here 
is the last question. If you answer this one right, I’ll tell 
you the answer to the puzzle. What animal is not a horse 
and yet looks like a horse, and is not a donkey either but acts 
like one? 


SPENSER [wrinkling his brow]. Looks like a horse and acts 
like a donkey. Well, now, let’s see. [He meditates. | 
Whoops! I got it. A mule! M-u-l. 


Lucy [shaking a finger]. With an e at the end. M-u-l-e, mule. 
And now I'll tell you the answer to the puzzle. You’ve been 
studying your spelling lesson, you naughty boy, without even 
knowing you were. 


SPENSER. W-what I don’t believe it. 
Lucy. Look in your speller and see. [He opens his book.] 


SPENSER. Jiminy crickets! [He grins.] You're right. The 
joke is on me. Mule—I guess that’s what I am. I may not 
look like a horse but I certainly act like a donkey. 


a aay 
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THE VACATION BOOK 


CHARACTERS 
CATHERINE IRENE 
ARNOLD Mrs. WARNER 


Aunt ANGELINE 


[A traveling bag rests on a chair with a few articles lying 
near. | 


CATHERINE [entering with a book]. Aunt Angeline said there 
was room in her traveling bag for a book. She said we should 
select one good book to take along on our motoring trip to 
the west, so that when we got tired of other games or it was 
raining, we could put in an hour reading. Now, I know the > 
book I like best, and so before the others get here I’m just 
going to fill up that space in Aunt Angeline’s bag with my 
favorite book. [She looks at the title on her book.] “An 
Old-fashioned Girl”! How I do love it! [She tucks the 
book away.] There! All reserved seats are taken. For once 
I got the best of Arnold and Irene. [She goes out.] } 


ARNOLD [entering with a book]. When Aunt Angeline said 
there was room in her bag for a book I made two jumps for 
the bookcase. Mother wouldn’t let me put any in our bags. 
Said there wasn’t one cubic inch of space left. So good for 
Aunt Angeline, I say! [He opens the bag.] What's this! A 
book already here! [He pulls out the first book.] “An Old- 
fashioned Girl”! Ha! Ha! That would be a peach of a 
book to read on vacation, wouldn’t it? Some of Catherine’s 
tricks, no doubt. Well, since there’s room for only one book, 
it can’t be this one. I’ll just slip mine in without saying a 
word to her. She would only raise a rumpus, anyway. [He 
substitutes his book.| And for the present I’ll hide her book — 
under the couch. [He goes out. ] 


IRENE [appearing with a book in hand]. 1 was so glad when — 
I heard Aunt Angeline say we could put a book in her bag. 
Things are so crowded and—Well! Someone has been here 
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before me! [She examines the intruding book.|] “The Ad- 
ventures of Tom Sawyer.’ Oh, that gives the whole thing 
away! It’s Arnold’s book. Now isn’t he an ambitious little 
soul to imagine that he could help himself to the space in 
Aunt Angeline’s bag! But no, no, Arnold! That won’t do. 
Not as long as I have decided that I want to read ‘Treasure 
Island” at night when we camp by the roadside. [She puts 
her book into the bag.] Now what shall I do with this book 
so as to keep my sweet brother from finding out the true state 
of affairs? Oh, I’ll throw it under the couch and get it later. 
{She goes out. | 


Mrs. Warner [a book in hand as she enters]. Children! 
Children! I thought I heard them in here. They ought to be 
packing their things. I’ve been so busy but not too much so 
to remember that Angeline said there was a bit of space in 
her bag and that—Oh! There is a book there already! A 
storybook! Now, isn’t that provoking! I wanted to take this 
doctor book along so that if one of the children got hurt or 
scratched, I could find out just what to do. It seems too bad 
to take their book out and put mine in instead and yet I think 
a doctor book is much more important than any other. It 

- won’t be much to read, I’m afraid, but they can look at the 
pictures of the skeletons. [She changes the books.] And now 
I just won’t say a word about this until we are well on our 
way. The children would just make a fuss. I'll tuck this 
storybook away until later. [She goes out.] 


Aunt ANGELINE [entering and going to her bag]. Now 
everything is ready, I think, so I’ll lock my bag. Oh, but one 
thing more! Catherine! Arnold! Irene! 


Cuipren. Yes, Aunt Angeline? [They come running in.] 


Aunt AncELINE. Did you three decide on a book for my 
bag? I want to close and lock it. 

CatTHerine. Yes, Aunt Angeline. There’s a very interesting 
book in your bag. I saw to that. 

Arnowp [with a grin]. Yes, indeed, very interesting. I'll agree 
to that. Very interesting. 


66 CLOSING DAY GAYETY BOOK 


IrENE [wearing a knowing look). That's the truth. You can 
take my word for it. [She smiles mischievously.] 


AuNT ANGELINE [locking bag]. In that case, there'll be no 
argument. I’m glad you three agreed so easily. I thought 
there might be a quarrel. And now get your hats and coats, 
The car will be here in a minute. [She goes out. ] 7 


CaTHERINE [to the others]. I’m so glad Aunt Angeline found 
a bit of extra room in her bag. . 


ARNOLD [heartily]. And so am I. ‘- 


ALL [with emphasis}. There’s nothing like a good book! 
[ Exit. ] 


FALSEFACE ARITHMETIC a 
CHARACTERS 4 
Bitty BAKer and A SHAPE IN BLACK. | 


Bitty [tiptoeing into room]. Now I wonder where that thing 
is that has been following me all day? It’s scaring the ‘= 
out of me. It has a black hood pulled down over its face so qi 
can’t see how it looks. And everywhere I go I find it at my 
heels just like a shadow. But now it seems to be gone. Good 
thing if it is! I wonder— a 

Voice [from behind a chair]. Oh, I’m still here! -I was only 
fooling you for a minute. You won’t get rid of me so easily. 

[4 form with a black sack on its head and round eyes cut in 


rises from behind the chair.] 


Bitiy [in disgust]. Oh, what a tag-along! I thought I had 
lost you for good. ee. 
SHADow. For your good probably but not mine. id 
Biiry [facing his pursuer with energy]. Well, will you tell 
me who you are? I’ve asked you fifteen ’leven times, but you” 
won't answer. Now for the last time, who are you? Si 


SHapow. I could be your friend, but you have made me | 
enemy. ‘§. 
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Bitty. I don’t understand. What do you mean? 
SHapow. Where were you sitting this morning? 


Bitty. Where was I sitting this morning? Why—why—I was 
right here at this table. [He goes to the table.] 


SHapow. And what were you doing? 
Bitty. I was trying to work arithmetic. 
SHapvow. Go on. Tell what happened. 


Bitty. I—I couldn’t get the answer to come right so I— [He 
pauses. | 


SHapow. You threw your book under the table and there is 
where it lies right this moment. 


Biiiy [hurriedly picking up the book]. What’s that got to do 
with you? 


SHapow. A lot—because I am the Arithmetic Bogey. I wear 
this falseface for little boys who think I am hard and bad. 
That is why I am following you and dogging your steps 
wherever you go. You have made me your enemy. 


Bitty. But what can I do to make you my friend, Arithmetic 
Bogey ? 


SHapow. Get busy and work your problem. 


Bitty. I will. And there will be no more books under the 
table. 


Suapow [as BILLy vigorously adds and subtracts]. After you 
have mastered that problem I will let you see my real face, 
the face I wear for my friends and those who like me. 


Bitty [putting his pencil down]. Ah! All worked. It was 
easier than I thought. Now, Mr. Arithmetic, take off your 
falseface and let me see your real countenance. 


SHapow. With pleasure. [He removes his hood and reveals a 
bright, smiling face. | 
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Bitty [with astonishment]. Why, you're good looking! 


SHapow [smiling]. Thank you! Others have said the same. 
I hope you don’t change your opinion. And, in fact, I can 
promise you that you won't as long as you like me. 


Bitty [picking up his arithmetic]. Come on. I have some other 
problems to work. Let’s go out onto the porch and do them 
together. I want you close by or—I might feel like throwing 
you under the table again. [They go out arm in arm.]| 


HIDDEN TREASURES 


CHARACTERS 


ELEANOR Mrs. LESTER 
VIRGINIA CAROL 
KATHLEEN 


SCENE—ELEANOR is fixing a small tea table. It is set with 


toy dishes and makes an attempt to imitate a dainty grown-ub 


copy. 


ELeanor. I am going to celebrate the beginning of vacation 
by having a tea party and inviting Kathleen. Of course, there 
won't be anything to eat, but that’s a matter of small impor- 
tance. ‘The main thing is to act very fashionable and have a 
lot to say without saying much. There! With that vase of 


flowers and the nice white cover my tea set looks so pretty. I 


thought I might get a present of some sort from mother or 
Cousin Virginia or Cousin Carol because I did so well in 
school all year. But I guess they were just encouraging me 
so I would pass, and not with any gifts in mind. Oh, very 
well! I’m disappointed, but I’ll get over it, | suppose. Now 
I’m going to go and hunt for Kathleen, and invite her to 
help me eat a wonderful imaginary lunch. [She goes out. | 


Virernta [stealing in]. Has she gone? Yes, I see her down the 
street right this minute. Mrs. Lester! Caro!! Come on. It 
is the best sort of a chance. [The others enter. ] 


vet 
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Mrs. Lester. Now where would be a good place to put the 
things so she would find them in a surprising manner? Here 
is the ring her father and I bought her as a gift for doing so 
well in school. It is small and must not be lost. 


Carot. How about slipping it into the cream pitcher? Then 
when she starts to pour cream, she will find a most unusual 


kind. 
Mrs. Lester. A good idea! 


VirciniaA. I got her this silver pencil. It’s a little too big for 
the cream pitcher, but not too big for this sauce dish with the 
cover. I'll hide it there, and then when she starts to help 
herself to fruit salad or some dainty, she will find an even 
stranger kind. 


Caror. I brought her this little pin. It will go into the sugar 
holder very nicely. And that isn’t all. Here is a quarter from 
her Uncle Jim. Where should I slip it? 


Mrs. Lester. Drop it in this vegetable dish. 


Virctnia. And now suppose we hide where we can watch all 
the fun. 


Caro. Just outside the door is a good place. [They go out.] 


ELEANOR [entering]. I called and called and Kathleen 
wouldn't answer. I wonder if she heard me. Surely not! 
She always comes and—Why, there she is now, jumping over 
the fence! Why didn’t you answer me when I catled? 


KATHLEEN [rushing in with a radiant smile and extreme state 
of excitement]. My dear Eleanor, I was just unwrapping 
my gifts and I wouldn’t have answered anyone! Qh, isn’t it 
exciting? Look what I got! A necklace! A tie! A vanity 
case ! 


ELeanor [staring]. What for? 


KATHLEEN. Because I did so well in school, and because I 
passed. 


ELeANor. Oh! 
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KaTHLeEEN. But did you ever see anything so pretty? 


Evreanor. No, I never did, Kathleen, and I’m very glad you » 
received them. I’m sure you earned them. 


KATHLEEN. What did you want, Eleanor? Oh, a tea party! 


ELEANOR. Yes, have a chair. That is, if you aren’t too excited 
to eat. You are lucky, indeed. That necklace just matches 
your dress. [They sit down.] I’m—rather left out of it. I 
didn’t get even one gift. Cream for your coffee, Kathleen? 
[She hands her the pitcher.] 


KaTHLeEeN. Never mind! Perhaps next year—why, what’s 
this? [She picks it up.] A ring! 


Eveanor. Now where did that come from? Isn’t it pretty? 
Well, for mercy’s sake! [She lifts the lid of the sugar holder. | 
Something in this, too! A lovely little pin! This makes me 
think of the miraculous pitcher we studied about in school. 
Help yourself to the chicken, Kathleen. It’s in this dish. 
I’m so excited I don’t know my manners. Now where in the 
world— 


KaTHLEEN [with a shriek]. Money! A whole quarter! 


EvLeanor. My land! Let’s look in every dish! There’s some- 
thing mysterious. [They upset dishes right and left, shaking 
them with vigor. The silver pencil appears.| A silver pencil! 
Just what I wanted! Oh, now I understand! 


KaTHLEEN. Understand? What? Explain! 


ELEANOR [joyfully]. These are my gifts—the ones I received 
or passing and doing so well in school, just as you got the 
necklace and tie and vanity case. Oh, where are they? [She 
jumps up.| Where are mother and Virginia and Carol? 
Mother? Where are you? [The three appear.] 


VIRGINIA and Carou. Congratulations! We hear you passed. 


ELEANOR [running to them and embracing each one with happy 
glee}. Thank you! And thank you! ‘And thank you! Come 


and join our tea party. There’s nothing to eat, but the con- 
versation is always interesting. 
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Mrs. Lester. There may be nothing to eat here, but I know a 
place where there is, and plenty of it, too. Right in our 
dining room. It’s been waiting for you for some time. Hurry 
along. Don’t keep it waiting any longer. 


Eveanor. No danger! We'll be there in two seconds. Oh, I 
know what I wish! 


KaTHLEEN. Do you wish that you hadn’t passed ? 
Eveanor. I wish I could pass every day. [ Exit. ] 


THE WOODPILE AND WILLIE 
CHARACTERS 
WILLIE TED Wittire’s MotrHer 


ScENE—A suggested sitting room scene. Table, chair and a 
telephone on the table or wall. 


Wiuis. Mother told me to find the shortest way to the wood- 
pile out in the yard. A pretty way to treat a fellow! Just 
got through sawing my way through arithmetic and now I 
have to start doing the same thing with wood. If this is what 
folks call vacation, well, all I got to say is: let the school 
bell ring again. [He sits down. | 


Tep [entering]. What’s the matter, Willie? You act all dis- 
couraged about something. 


Wie [gloomily]. I am. Life isn’t worth living. 
Trp. Oh! S’pose your mother told you to get to work. 


Wir. Yes, that’s just what she did, but you notice I’m not 
doing it. I’m not a hired man I'd like her to know. I'd like 
to get away from this place for several years. 


Tep. Say, Willie, have you ever thought of seeing the world? 
Witue [puzzled]. Seeing the world? What do you mean? 


Tep [cautiously looking around]. I mean, have you ever 
thought of running away? 
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WILLIE [sitting up]. You bet I have! Lots of times. 


Trp. Then why not get busy right this minute? I'm ready to 
go with you. Maw wouldn’t let me have three pieces of pie 
for dinner and I’m going to show her she can’t treat me that 
Way. 

Wi tte. Say, let’s start right away! We don’t need any lug- 
gage or clothes. At night we'll crawl into hay stacks. 

Tep. Great idea! And in the daytime we'll live on fruit and 
berries. J 
Witire. And after we’re gone our folks will wish they had — 
treated us with more consideration, not as if we were only— 


Tep. Ssssh! Your mother! d 
Wii. Here! Under the table! [They hide.] 


Witute’s MorHer [going to telephone]. Dinsmore 5376. — 
- Hello. . . . Mrs. Harper? . . . How-do-you-do? 

- . . Mrs. Harper, I just happened to think you might be 
all alone tonight and would enjoy coming over to supper. 


I would be delighted to have you. . . . Oh, there won’t b 
a wonderful feast, but you will get some nice fried chicken - 
and strawberry shortcake. . . . All right, Mrs. Harper. | 


. . . About six o’clock will be early enough. . . . Goodbye. 
[She hangs up receiver and goes out.] c 
Witure [as he and TEp appear from under the table]. That 
was a close fit under that table. I thought you were going 

to laugh right out. ee 
Tep. I thought the same of you. You were shaking all over. 
Well, now, about our trip? Do you think we need a gun? 
And where should we meet? Under the old railroad bridge? 
WILuE [abstractedly]. What? Trip? Oh, yes. The old rail- 
road bridge will be a good place. Good as any. But Ted— 
ah, listen here! 
Trp. I’m listening. 


Wittig. Suppose we wait a day or two before running away. 
What do you say? We don’t need to be in such a hurry. 
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TED [with a significant look]. IJ say all right. And also, how 
about inviting me to have supper with you tonight?» Huh? 


Witte. I'll ask mother. I think she’ll let me. And in the 
meantime, we might just as well take a stroll past the wood- 
pile. I want to see how high it is. [They go out.] 


NATHAN CHANGES HIS MIND 


CHARACTERS 

et ALBERT ARCH 
ih NATHAN WILLARD 

a F " Mr. Humpurey 


- Scene—Mr. Humpurey’s office. There is a desk and large 
chair behind it. A wastepaper basket stands near. At one side 
is a bench or long seat. Any office equipment may be added as 
desired. NATHAN is sweeping the floor. ALBERT enters. 


NaTHAn. Hello, Albert! I suppose you want to see Mr. 
Humphrey. He isn’t here. 


Apert. I can wait a few minutes. I brought over some sam- 
ples from my company that Mr. Humphrey wanted to see. 
-[He goes over to the desk and looks things over.| Say, isn’t 
it great that both of us got jobs the very first day after school 
Was out? 


NatuHan. Luck and brains, boy. Luck and brains, nothing 
else. [He pauses and grins happily.| I plan to save one hun- 
dred dollars this summer. How’s that for starting on the 
road to Richtown? 


AxBert [with a loud whistle]. One hundred dollars! You're 
more ambitious than I am, old fellow. But that will come in 
handy next fall. No doubt about that. We'll be freshmen in 
High School then and there’s plenty of new expenses. Class 
dues, basketball suits and— 


NaTHAN [vigorously]. None of that for me! My money will 
be in the bank. I’m not going back to school. 
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Axpert [sitting down on the bench with surprise]. Not going 
back to school. For the love of Mike! Have you lost your 
mind ? 

Natuan. Oh, yes, I know how you feel. Mother is having a 
fit. But I just look at it this way. The way to get money and 
experience is to get to work and—get money and experience, 
You won’t do it by sitting in a dusty old school room, either. — 
Just sitting and twiddling your thumbs and toes. 


Apert. Yes, that may be so, but look ahead, boy! Look ahead. 
An eighth grade job may do right now. That is, you'll be able 
to sweep floors with an eighth grade education, but will you 
be able to fill the position of secretary or treasurer or presi- 
dent with no more schooling than that? How will you feel 
when you're a man fifty years old and think to yourself that 
you never went beyond the eighth grade? 


NATHAN. Bunk! 
ALBert. Times have changed. An education is expected of one 
in these days. 


NaTHAN. Piffle! 
ALBERT. Qh, all right. I won’t argue with you, but you'll see. — 


NATHAN [stopping and. pounding on the desk]. Yes, I'll see 
and you'll see, too. You will spend four years in High School 
and maybe four years in college. When you come out you'll © 
be twenty-two years old. You won’t have a cent in the world. 
You'll have to begin at the foot of the ladder. Maybe you'll 
have me for a boss. : 


Axzert. I hope not. Nothing could be worse. I’d have to be 
telling you all the time what to do. 


NATHAN. Besides that, I plan to have at least three thousand — 
dollars in the bank. And if you behave yourself I may lend — 
you a thousand at ten percent interest to help you get started. — 
Are you beginning to see the light? 


ALBERT. Well, you sound sensible, I’ll admit that much. [He 
scratches his head.| And eight years is a long, long time to 
be spending in school. Still— 
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NATHAN. I thought you'd have a change of heart. I’ve been 
thinking this thing over, and I have all kinds of arguments 
right at the end of my tongue. 


AvBERT. Maybe you're right. But yet— [He looks at his 
watch.| Say, where is your boss, anyway? I can’t wait any 
longer. [He jumps up.] I have to see another company be- 
fore noon. Tell Mr. Humphrey I’ll be back some time today. 


Nartuan. I'll tell him. And say! 
ALBERT. Yes? 


: eaincgaal We'll talk this school business over again. Should 
we! 


Apert. Sure. You have me half convinced, but only half. So 
long. [He goes out.] 


ARCH comes in. 


NaTHAN. Good morning. Have a seat. Called to see Mr. 
Humphrey? 

ArcH. Yes. I understand that there is a chance to get a job as 
office assistant. I saw the advertisement in the paper. 


NatHAn. That’s right, but Mr. Humphrey is out just now. 
If you care to wait— 


Arcu. Oh, sure! I’m willing to wait all day. I hear this posi- 
tion is a particularly good one with chances to get ahead. 
[He seats himself on the bench.] And I’m very anxious to 
land it. Sweeping, are you? 


NaTHAN. Yes. My first day at this work. 


Arcu. Just the way I started. My first job was sweeping. 
But I’ve done pretty well since. No more sweeping for me. 
I’ve got past— [He looks up and suddenly jumps to his feet 
with a broad smile.] Well, look who's here! Willard, my 
old pal! [Wittarp who has just entered shakes hands 
gladly.| Haven't seen you for several years! Where’ve you 


been? 
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Wittarp [ériefy]. Going to school. Just graduated from 
Central High yesterday. [They sit down.] 


Arcn. I hope you haven’t called for the same purpose I have. 
If you have, that means we are rivals. 


Wiiiarp. Then I guess that’s the situation. I’m ready to 
earn my own living and I hear that Mr. Humphrey is look- 
ing for a smart young chap with reserve brain power. 


Arcu. Got any recommendations? I betcha ain’t. 
Wittarp. Sure. A peach of a one from the superintendent, 
and several from teachers. 


Arcu [with an air]. I have recommendations from three 
former employers. There ain’t no one could come better 
recommended. 

Wittiarp. That’s right! You’ve been working, haven’t you? 
You have experience to back up your demands. And I, on 
the other hand, have— 


Mr. Humpnurey enters. The boys stand as he appears. — 


Mr. Humpurey. Good morning. 

Art Turee. Good morning, sir. 

Mr. Humpnurey. Have you been waiting long? 
ArcuH. Only a few minutes, Mr. Humphrey. 


Witrarp. And I just arrived. This is an old friend of mine. 
We find that we are rival applicants for the job of office 
assistant. 


Mr. Humpnurey. Rivals, but still friends, evidently. Well, 
now, young fellows, suppose you sit down and very quickly 
tell me what your qualifications are. [The boys sit down on 
the bench and Mr. HUMPHREY moves his big chair.around 
so that he is facing the two.| Your name? [To Arcu.] 


Arcu. Arch Richardson. 
Mr. Humpurey. You're a High School graduate, I suppose? 
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ArcH. No, I’m not. I never went beyond the eighth grade. 
But I’ve had experience. [ have good recommendations from 
every employer. [Mr. Humpurey takes and glances at the 
papers.| They show I ain’t no greenhorn. Excuse me, I 
mean I’m not a greenhorn. 


Mr. Humpuerey. And your name? [To Witzarp.] 
Witrarp. Willard Marker. 
Mr. Humpurey. Any experience? 


Wittarp. No, sir, except for odd jobs during the summer. I 
just graduated from High School yesterday. I have a num- 
ber of good recommendations from my superintendent and 
my teachers. [He offers his recommendations at which Mr. 
Humpurey glances. | 


Mr. Humpurey [leaning back in his chair and smiling.] 
Well! Well! Here we have an interesting situation. Two 
old friends both seeking the same job. One has experience 
and the other has education. Now which should receive the 
position ? 


Boru. That is for you to decide, sir. 


Mr. Humpurey. Yes, it is. And I have already decided. But 
before I announce my decision I want to make a few remarks. 
I want to tell you about the work that will be required. To 
begin with the work will be very easy. Nathan here could 
do it, I am sure. [NATHAN stops and listens.] But with the 
passing of time I want to give more and more responsibility 
to my assistant. I want him to meet my customers. I want 
him to make the sales. And as the business grows, I want 
him to grow with it. You understand? 


Boys. Yes, sir. 


Mer. Humpurey. Now a person who can handle a responsible 
job must have confidence. And confidence comes with educa- 
tion. An educated person feels sure of himself. Also, a 
person who has to come in contact with others must not, be 
handicapped with the fear that he may use poor English, that 
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he may not know how to pronounce his words properly. That 
Seas : 

will spoil his assurance. You see what I mean, don’t you, 

boys? 


Boys. We do, Mr. Humphrey. 


Mr. Humpurey. And last of all, the one who gets this job 
must be able to grow. By that, I mean he must be alert, his 
head full of new ideas, and always on the lookout for a 
chance to improve. I have found that education gives one 
the ability to grow long after school days are ended. An 
educated person never stops growing. So, because I am look- 
ing to the future instead of at the present, I am going to give 
the job to this young fellow who graduated from High School 
just yesterday. 


Witiarp. Qh, thank you, Mr. Humphrey! Gee, I’m sorry, 
Arch. [His tone changes from quick joy to genuine sorrow. | 


Arcu [in a low voice]. That’s all right, Will. I wish you 
luck. [He looks at the floor and attempts to conceal his 
grief. Then he lifts his eyes to Mr. Humpurey.] Your 
talk has done more than you think, sir. It has opened my 
eyes. I—I thought I had them open, but I guess I was 
wrong. [He rises.] 


Mr. Humpnrey. Yes, my boy. You have made a mistake. 
[He rises also and puts his hand on the other's shoulder. | 
The place for any boy under the age of twenty is in school. 
When he does get started, he’ll go ten times as fast as the 
one who dropped out years before. Education is an invest- 
ment that pays compound interest. 


ArcH. I made a mistake. Someone should have talked to me 
this way four years ago. Then I wouldn’t find myself as I 
am now—at the end of the trail. Evidently I’ve gone as far 
as I can go with my little bit of schooling. Good day, sir. 
So long, Will. 


Mr. Humpurey. Goodbye. And I hope you have better luck 
some other place. 
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Wittarp. See you later, Arch. Maybe I can help you make 
some plans. [ARCH goes out with hanging head.) 


Mr. Humpurey. And now I want you to come into the other 
office. I’ll show you what your duties are and you can start 
at once. [The two go out. NATHAN looks after them with 
knitted brow. He sinks down onto the bench and stretching 
his legs out in front, pulls at his forelock with an attitude of 
deep concentration. ALBERT enters. ] 


ALBERT. Isn’t that boss of yours here yet? 


NaTHAN. Yes, he’s here. He’s in the other office. Go right 
on in. 


ALBERT [starting off]. I will. [Then he stops.| Say, Nathan, 
you ve converted me. I see your point of view at last. You’re 
right. I’m not going back to school in the fall, either. 


NaTHAN [dumbfounded]. What! Are you going to quit? 


ALBERT. Sure! What’s the use of wasting four more years in 
a stuffy, dusty schoolroom? The way to make money is to 
make it. I’ve got a job and I’m going to hang onto it. Who 
knows where I'll be in four years? 


NaTuHAn. Don’t you do anything of the kind! You’re making 
the biggest mistake of your life. Why, an eighth grade edu- 
cation won’t get you anywhere. 

Apert [astonished beyond words]. Holy Smokes! This 
sounds a lot different from the way you were talking half an 
hour ago. 

NaTHAN. Yes, but I’ve learned a lot in that half an hour. 
Next fall will see me right back in class, studying my old 
head off. I want an education. When I get it I'll go twice 
as fast as the fellow who hasn’t. Let me tell you, education 
is an investment that pays compound interest. [He pounds 
the desk as he did before.] 

Apert [sinking down onto the bench as he did before}. 
Whew! I'll say this much for you: no matter which side 
you're on, you offer a good argument. Now I’ve changed my 
mind again. 
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NaTHAN. Yes, I do, because I just heard a good argument. 
And I’m mighty glad you’ve swung around. Next fall will 
see both of us playing on the same old team and working the 
same old lessons. 

ALBertT [with a sigh]. Yes, four more years of slavery and 
four more years of fun. 

NaTHAN. Come along, now. I’ll show you where to find Mr. 
Humphrey and probably he'll give you some more advice. 
He started me on the right path and I’m mighty thankful. 


[Exit both.] 
A CLOSE CALL 


CHARACTERS 
VIDA ANN 
ELIZABETH Miss CHESTER 


Mrs. Ho.tts 


SCENE—A schoolroom. There is a blackboard, globe and 
map to lend atmosphere. Also a teacher's desk and chair, or a 
table to take its place, and at least three children’s desks. Via, 
ELIzaBETH and ANN are seated at the latter desks and busy 
writing. 


Vina. Oh, it’s getting hotter and hotter! [She fans herself 
with a blotter.] And my language paper is only half copied. 
I don’t see how I’ll ever get it finished. 


EvizaBeTH. I have just one more page, thank goodness. I 
have made some mistakes, but then Miss Chester expects that 
of me. 


Ann. That’s right, Elizabeth. You never were one to remem- 
ber our class motto. 


EvizaBeTH. Oh, yes! That class motto! [In a careless tone.] 
Nonsense! It fools some people, but not this wise girl. “Per- 
fection every day in every way.” As if that were possible ! 
We're only human. 
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Ann. You don’t get the idea. The thing is to have an ideal. 
And you never expect to overtake an ideal. It must always 
keep just two jumps ahead of one’s ambition. So our motto 

Perfection every day in every way’ is a hope, not a fact. 


Vipa. It will be even less than a hope, judging from this messy 

_ paper I’m writing. Oh, bother! There I spilled another 
penful of ink. This old pen leaks! [She pokes at her pen 
and mops up the spilled ink.| Yve never had such a time. 
And I should be practicing my part in the play. 


Ann. Well, of all persons you are the last one to do poor 
work. All this year Miss Chester has held you up as an 
example to the rest of us. You are a living illustration of 
the class motto. Now don’t fail us the very last day of 
school. 


ELizABETH [jumping up]. Hurray! Finished! I’ll put it on 
Miss Chester’s desk, though a better place for it would be 
the waste basket. Now for a chocolate soda at Herman’s. 


Vipa. Oh, how I envy you! If only I were through. I just 
don’t care. [She begins writing furiously.) Wm going to 
scribble this down any old way. Wait for me, Elizabeth. ll 
join you in a minute. [She bends over her desk with tense 
absorption. | 


Evizasetu. I'll wait for you outside. It’s too hot in here. 
And hurry up, Vida. [She turns to go.] 


Vina. Hurry! I never stepped on the gas harder. Whoa! 
There! I didn’t get the brakes on fast enough and I mis- 
spelled a word. And here’s another that’s wrong, too, I be- 
lieve, but I haven’t time to look it up in the dictionary. Who 
cares? It’s the last day of school 


EuizaBeTH. Just one minute I'll wait, Vida. No longer. 
[She goes out. | 


Ann. The heat must have affected your head, Vida. After a 
year of perfect work and then suddenly to fall to Elizabeth’s 
level. She’s the class flunker, you know. 


a a al ee 
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Vina. Yes, I know, but to tell the truth, Ann, I’m worried 
about half a hundred things. There’s the play for tonight, 
and my dress that doesn’t fit, but the worst thing of all is 
that I must get a job of some sort for this summer. Other- 
wise I don’t know what I will do next fall when school 
starts. Mother, you know, has all she can do to support the 


five of use without any extras. I must have a job, but where 


can I get it? Where? [She has stopped writing and her 
shoulders droop with despair. ] 


Ann. Oh, that’s too bad, Vida! I’m sorry to hear that. But - 


isn’t there something you can do? Have you tried? 


Vipa. Yes, I have, but I’m too young, I haven’t had any 
experience, I’m too tall, or I’m too short, or some fool thing. 
[She begins writing again with furious speed.|] At any rate, 
I’ll soon have this off my mind. There! [She jumps up and 
tosses the paper on the teacher's desk.| Good riddance of bad 
rubbish! I feel better already. So long, Ann. See you later. 
[She rushes out.] 


Ann. Vida, wait! Listen to me! I want— [She lowers her 
voice and shakes her head.| Poor Vida! She must be under 
a dreadful strain. She’s never acted this way before. But I 
hate to see her fail at this late hour. 


Miss Cuester and Mrs. Ho.tis enter. 
Miss CHeEsTeER. Good morning, Ann. Has Vida gone? 
ANN. Yes. She just left, Miss Chester. 
Miss Cuester. Take this chair, Mrs. Hollis. Isn’t it hot? 
Mrs. Hottis. Dreadful! I’m expecting a sunstroke. 


Miss Cuester. Now about this girl whom you want to help 
you this summer: I have just the right person. 


Mrs. Hous. Good! I thought you would have. When I 
decided I needed an assistant I just said to myself, “I'll ask 
Miss Chester to recommend someone. Her girls are always 
so reliable. And I want one who is a neat writer, careful of 
her spelling and grammar. Miss Chester is the one to ask.” 
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Miss Cuester [smiling]. Thank you for the compliment, but 
don’t give me the credit. My girls are naturally competent 
and trustworthy. [As she talks Miss Cuester stands at the 
side of her desk. Mrs. Houtis is seated.| Now this particu- 
lar girl is one of a family of five and I know she needs help. 
Her mother is a widow. [4s Miss CHESTER continues, ANN 
puts her pen down and listens with a look of growing dismay. | 
She is one of my very best girls. In fact, Ann here, can tell 
you she is the pick of the class. Her name is Vida Clark. 


ANN [falteringly]. Oh, yes. Yes, indeed. Vida is quite the 
pick of the class. 


Miss Cuester. And here, I see, is one of her papers. [She 
picks up the language paper.| This will show you what won- 
derful work she does. Our class motto is “Perfection every 
day in every way.” And Vida lives up to it word for word. 
[She hands the paper to Mrs. Ho ttuis.] Now, while you 
look it over—Oh, by the way! You wanted to see Miss 
Anderson, didn’t you? I think it would be wise to go to her 
room at once. She won’t be here this afternoon and you 
may miss her. Suppose you let me take you up there right 
this minute, and you can read that paper when you come 


back. 


Mrs. Horus. That will suit me. [She puts the paper down.] 
I want to see her badly and wouldn’t care to miss her. 


Miss Cuester. She is trimming the hall for the class play 
tonight and so must leave early. [They disappear. | 


ANN [jumping up]. Oh, mercy me! How my heart pounded 
when Miss Chester handed that awful paper to Mrs. Hollis! 
What if she had read it! Oh, I must do something! I must 
find Vida! But where? And will I get her in time? [She 
gathers up her things madly, stuffing articles into her desk, 
into the waste basket, and running around in complete ex- 
citement. ] 

ELIZABETH enters. 


ELIzABETH. Where’s Vida? 
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ANN [in dismay]. Don’t you know? I was hoping you did. 
We must find her. It’s a very, very important matter. We 
must hunt for her. Come on! 

ELIzABETH. I waited for her, but she didn’t come. She must 
be on the campus somewhere. Maybe in the hall upstairs or 
across the street at Herman’s. . . . [She talks excitedly as 


both hurry out. |] 
VIDA comes in. 


Vipa. Where is everybody? [She looks around the deserted 
room.] I forgot my bag. I hope it’s in my desk. If not, I 
must have left it somewhere. QOh, here it is! [She finds it 
in her desk.] Well, since there’s no one here, I'll just run 
home and start practicing. I wonder— 


ANN and ELIZABETH rush in. 


ANN [with a shriek]. Vida! Oh, thank goodness! 
ELIzABETH. Saved! That’s what you are. Saved! 
Vipa. Saved? What do you mean? 


ANN. Your paper—Miss Chester—a job for you this summer 
—she was going to show your work—they’re gone now— 


Viva [in horror]. You mean Miss Chester was going to show 
this paper to someone who wants to hire me for the summer? 


ANN. Yes. 
Vipa. Oh, mercy! 


ANN [grabbing the paper]. Change it—fix it up—erase the 
misspelled words—you won’t have time to copy it over— 


Viva [flying to her desk]. Will I have time? Oh, tell me, 
please, will I have time? 


Ann. Yes! Yes! But be careful. Oh, be careful. [Va 
works.] I was nearly wild. I ran up and down the hall. I 
thought you had gone home. Oh, my heart! 


ELIzABETH. You ought to get the job, or at least Vida ought 
to give you ten per cent. 


ois 
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ANN. I don’t want any ten per cent. Only the satisfaction of 
seeing Vida with work for the summer. And—are you done? 
[In a hoarse whisper.] Here they are! 


Viwa. I’m done. [She runs to the desk and deposits the paper. | 
Miss Cuester and Mrs. Ho.uis enter. 


Miss CHESTER. And here she is! —The young lady we were 
discussing. Now you can see both her and her work. 


Mrs. Hottis [looking at the paper]. What nice neat work! 
Very good, indeed. And I think the young lady herself is 
just as nice and neat. With your excellent recommendation, 
Miss Chester, I shall be pleased to offer her the position. 


Vipa. Oh, thank you! You don’t know how glad I am! I need 
work so badly. 


Miss Cuester. Then suppose you and Mrs. Hollis step into 
the next room and discuss the business details of the matter. 
I'll show you a nice spot where you can sit undisturbed. 
[Miss CHESTER and Mrs. Ho.tuls pass out ahead. | 


Vipa [turning to the girls]. Girls, I’ll never be able to thank 
you enough. Especially you, Ann. You were right. How 
foolish I was to fail at the last moment! Hereafter no matter 
what comes up I’]l remember and I'll carry it through to the 
bitter end: ‘‘Perfection every day in every way!” [£vxit.] 


BERTIE’S BEAR 


CHARACTERS 
BETH Jack 
GRACE MIKE 
BERTIE WILL 


SceNE—A camping site. At the right a small tent has been 
erected. Close to it and toward the left stands a cot. Other 
camping equipment is scattered around miscellaneously. At the 
‘left is a drygoods box spread with a cloth and supper partly on 
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the improvised table. BeTH, GRACE and JACK are completing 
the unpacking. BERTIE appears from the left, a large club in 
his hands. Green-leafed boughs simulate a wooded effect at the 
back. He glances in that direction ominously. He speaks in a 


hoarse whisper. 


Bertie. I think I saw him! [He stops and looks over his 
shoulder with fearful glance. | 


Beto. Nonsense! [Her tones are loud and clear.] 


Bertie. I did, I tell you! He was crawling along on his 
stomach, beneath some bushes. 

Jack [uproariously]. Oh! Ha! Ha! Ha! Hear the mighty 
hunter! He thinks bears are like snakes. [Subsiding and 
speaking with disgust.] Bears don’t crawl on their stomachs. 


Grace. Now forget about that bear, Bertie, and help us un- 
pack and get supper. TThat’s only a much exaggerated re- 
port—that there is a bear in these woods. Make yourself 
useful. 


Betu. Yes, do, please. Mother said she would arrive in time 
for supper. We want things to be good, and ready to eat. 


Bertie [darkly, wielding his club]. I repeat it again! I saw 
that bear. 


BetH [looking around with glee]. Isn’t it lovely? School all 
over. Passed to the next grade. And here we are camp- 
ing in this nice miles-from-town spot. 


Grace. Back to the age of the caveman! But even cavemen 
must drink. What shall we do for water? . 


Jack. There’s a spring just on the other side of the gulley. 
It’s a peach. Clear, sparkling and cold as ice. 


Betu. O-oh! Come on! I want to drink out of a real spring. 


Where is it, Jack? 


Jack. Follow me. [All four go out, BERTIE at the rear and 
intent on the pursuit of big game as is revealed by his crouch- 
ing shoulders and dark glances backward. | 
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MIKE come on from the other side. 


Mike. Well, I'll be cooked! Hey! Will? [He bears a large 
knapsack. | 


WILL [appearing behind him]. What's the matter? [He stops 
and looks as discomfited as the other.| Hum-m! Visitors! 
And right on the spot we call home. [He also carries a 
knapsack on his back. Both are dressed in outing clothes. | 


Mike. Now who has had the crust to up and take our camp- 
ing place? This makes me rage. We've used this spot for 
three years. It belongs to us. What business they got com- 
ing here? 

Wixi. Worse yet. Looks as if they intended to make an all 
summer visit, too. Look at the stuff they’ve brought along. 


Mixes. Listen! I hear voices. They're coming. They’ve 
been over to the spring. What should we do? 


Wixi. Get out, I suppose. 


Mike. Do you think it would be wise to try and argue them 
into moving? Or try other ways? 

Witt. What other ways? 

MiKe [/eading the way off]. Come on. I’ll tell you. [They 
go out. The four campers dance in from left. JACK carries 
a pail of water. | 

BetH. That wonderful water! I never tasted better. Oh, 


but things will seem good. My appetite is increasing by 
leaps and bounds. But there’s one more thing to think of. 


Jack. What’s that? 

Betu. We want a big bonfire to light up the camp while we 
are having supper. Run around, you three, and pick up 
all the dry wood you can find. We won’t light it until 
mother comes for we must be very careful. 


Grace. Gracious, yes! No forest fire for us. But let’s do 
as Beth says, boys. And Bertie! For goodness sakes, stop 
wearing that dark and murderous look. If the poor bear 
saw you he would faint just from fear. 
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Bertie [warningly]. You can laugh! I’m not going to drop 
this club. Not much! And when the bear suddenly leaps 
upon us, you'll be mighty glad to have me protect you. 


Jack. Leap? Do bears leap? Oh, I know what you're think- 
ing of. You've got bears mixed up with tigers. A minute 
ago it was snakes. Now it’s something else. 


Betu. Run along! I'll whistle when I want you. One whis- 
tle for Jack; two for Grace; three for Bertie; and four if 
I see the bear. [Others laugh and go out. BETH arranges 
the dishes on the table and then goes into the tent. At once 
MIKE emerges from the woods at the back and dropping to 
his knees creeps over to the table. He takes all the dishes 
and puts them upside down, topsy-turvy and otherwise, and 
then retreats. BETH comes out. She carries a bundle which 
she places on the cot. Then she turns and see the dishes. 
Her mouth drops open.| My land! Am I seeing things? 
Why, what has happened to the dishes? [She stares in total 
astonishment. Then she smiles.| One of Jack’s tricks! I 
might have thought of that. But for a moment I was 
alarmed. Where is he, I wonder? I think I see him hiding 
behind that tree over there. I’ll sneak up and scare him 
just to even the score. [She tiptoes out. WILL comes crawl- 
ing around the tent from right. | 

Witz. Mike? 

Mixe. What? [He appears in the woods at back.] 

Witt. What’s next? 


Mike. Turn the cot over on its side. [They do so.] And 
let’s leave them a posy. [He sticks a bough into the pail of 
water.] Now, under cover. [Both hurriedly retreat.] 


Witt [as he disappears]. The next act will be the ghost that 
walks and talks! 


Betu [coming in]. I was mistaken. Jack was nowhere in 
sight. He’s a sly one. Now I’ll—[Her eye falls on the cot 
and the bough in the pail.| Why, for the—[She stops and 
looks around with frightened gaze.| How could this have 
happened? This cot—it couldn’t roll over all by itself. 
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And this bough! [She picks it up and holds it gingerly. | 
Oh, dear! I’m getting frightened! [She whirls suddenly 
and looks over her shoulder.| 1 don’t dare stay here alone 
any longer. It’s getting dark, too. I’ll call Grace. [ Ner- 
vously she blows twice.] I hope she doesn’t keep me wait- 
ing. [She runs to the left and stares out eagerly.) Hurry 
up, Grace! There’s something very strange— 


Grace [her arms full of branches]. What, now? 


Betu [in a low, tense voice]. Don’t think I’m silly, but let 
me tell you what happened. I was in the tent for a moment. 
When I came out I found the dishes all upset, piled up in 
the wildest manner. I thought it was Jack playing a joke 
on me. I also imagined I saw him hiding behind that tree 
over there. And in order to pay him back, I sneaked over. 
But it was only a shadow. Not Jack. When I came back 
to the camp, see what I found! [She indicates the cot and 
bough. | 


Grace. For mercy’s sake! [She clasps her hands in dismay. 
Then turns to Betu.] Did you see anyone? Hear anyone? 


Beto. Not asoul. [She lowers the cot.] 


Grace. Well, all I hope is that we haven’t arrived at a 
ghosts’ convention. Let’s look around. Have you been in 
the tent? 


Beto. No. Let’s go in together. In numbers there is safety. 
[They clasp hands with each other and tiptoe into the tent.] 


Grace. There’s nothing here. [Her voice floats out. With 
lightning speed Mike suddenly dives out from the woods 
at back and lifting the box-table makes off with the entire 
thing, dishes, and all.] 

Betu. Are you sure Jack and Bertie went along with you? 
[They emerge from the tent as she speaks.] ‘They might 
have slipped off. 


Grace. Oh, no! I saw them going up the path ahead of me. 
There’s no doubt whatever and as for— 
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Betu [with a loud cry]. Grace! Look! The table is gone! 
Grace. Beth! [They cling to each other.] 


Beru. Ghosts’ convention! It must be their headquarters. 
Grace, you’re as white as a sheet. 

Grace. I feel as if I might faint. [She drops down onto the 
cot.] Can it be possible? We were in that tent only a 
second, Beth, only a second. Where—where could it be? 
[She examines the sky above, it seeming as plausible a place 
as any. | 

Betu [suddenly snatching out her whistle]. I have an idea 
it’s ghosts, but good, strong, healthy ghosts. Someone thinks 
we're green and easy. [She blows one sharp whistle.| When 
Jack comes I’ll reveal my plan. Probably I’d better run 
down the path and meet him. Warn him to look out. 


Grace. And leave me all alone! 

Betu. It’s necessary. If they got Jack— 

Grace [huskily]. They! 

Betru. Yes, I think there must be more than one. But I see 
him coming. Now be brave, Grace. 

Grace. Oh, Beth! I’m afraid! [She runs after BeTu.] 
What if they kidnap me! Hurry! Hurry! [Beru hAur- 
ries out at left and GRACE hastily picks up a large stone and 
stands awaiting the enemy. Jack and BETH enter as she 
paces her guard like a sentry. | 


Jack. Sounds exciting all right! Say, put that stone down 
before it drops on my toes! I’d sooner meet the ghost. 

Betu. You'll do it, Jack? 

Jack. I’m not afraid. [He goes into the tent.] 

Grace [in a frightened voice}. W-what is he going to do? 


Betu [drawing her to the front]. He’s going to crawl out 
of the tent and hide under the cot. He didn’t want to be 
seen getting under the cot from outside. [Jack’s head ap- 
pears at the end of the cot as she talks.| Now we're going 
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to go over to the spring. And Jack thinks he may catch the 

thief. [Jack pulls the cot cover down and is seen no more. 

The girls go out. Mike's face appears for a moment from 

out the bushes. Then for a second he is gone and next is seen 

at the right of the tent. He drops out of sight behind the 
. tent. BERTIE enters. | 


Bertiz. Where are you, girls? Where’s everybody? I think 
I saw him again. He was up a tree— [He stops suddenly, 
his mouth abruptly petrified and wide. A dark, lumberly 
object moves out from the end of the cot. Bertie clinches 
his club and backs up. At the same moment a second clumsy 
object creeps around the front of the tent. BERTIE weakens. 
He turns to fly. Then his spirit strengthens. The two dark 
forms advance. With a loud cry BERTIE leaps forward. ] 


Bertie. Take that! You cowardly bear! [He lands a re- 
sounding whack on the head of the nearest object which hap- 
pens to be the one that came around the front and is large 
and hairy. There is aloud yell and the “bear” lies flat. The 
other crawler throws off the dark robe with which he was 
covered. It is JACK. The girls rush in. Wu tw dashes out 
from the woods at the back. | 


Betu. Jack! What happened? That yell! We heard it— 

Grace. Somebody’s been killed! 

Witt. My gosh! What if you did kill my pal! [He jerks 
the fur cover off the fallen figure, revealing MIKE with 
closed eyes. | 

Bertie. Is that my bear? [He stares pop-eyed.] 

Jack. Get some water. [He helps carry MiKe to the cot.] 

Betu. Who is he? Who are you? Explain please. 


Mixe [opening his eyes and speaking in a discouraged, ghostly 
voice]. Yes, tell them, Will. I think my hours are num- 
bered. 

Grace [flinging half the pail of water on him.] Oh, no! Don’t 
say that! Promise us you won't die! 
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Mike. Ugh! Blugh! [He jumps up.] Say! Do you think 
you're Niagara Falls? Stop that! 

Jack. Are you the impolite spirits that have been upsetting 
things around our camp? 

Mike [firmly]. Our camp, you mean. 

Giris. Yours? 

Witt. Used to be before you arrived, and we were so dis- 
appointed we thought we'd scare you out. We're sorry. 


Mike. You bet we are. [He rubs his head.] Your table is 
over there in the bushes. Help yourself. Well, Will, I guess 
we might as well trot along. The woods are big. There 
must be another place. [They turn to go.] 

Betu. Oh, I’m sure there is another place just as good. And 
near here,-too. I’m sorry, too, if we’ve robbed you of your 
old camping grounds. 


Mike. Thanks. That’s a little bit cheering. 
Grace. Do you suppose—[She stops. ] 
_Betu. What? 

Grace. That they might be hungry? 


Jack. Sure! I bet they are. Hear that, boys? You're in- 
vited to have supper with us. Will you? 


Mike AND WILL. Will we! Don’t ask us twice. It isn’t 
necessary. [They return.] 


BetH. Get the table, you rascals! 


ges lode a grin}. Permit me. [He makes a bow and goes 
out. 


Grace. Now let’s all work like beavers for a minute. Mother 


is due at this very moment. Supper must be ready when 
she comes. Bertie! Where are you going? 


Bertie [club in hand as he pussyfoots off at left]. I think I 
see him over there by that tree. [In dark tones.] Yl get 
that bear even yet. [Exit.] ' 
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CLASSROOM MEDLEYS 


These plays have been written with the purpose of making 
use of songs and recitations learned throughout the school year. 
A teacher may not have the time or inclination to prepare a 
program of new material, but still desires to have closing. day 
exercises of some sort. This department offers a few suggestions 
by which the selections already learned may be utilized, re- 
gardless of their nature. The songs and recitations studied dur- 
ing the year are usually very well mastered and the ensuing 
familiarity gives the performers an ease and confidence they 
would not have with new material. At the same time the adap- 
tation of such numbers as part of a play adds a fresh interest 
and novelty. The children sit in a reserved section of the room 
or auditorium. Rope off this section by ribbon or crepe paper 
bands. Directly in front of the stage would be the logical loca- 
tion. If the stage is a raised one, steps on each side should be 
provided. Entrances are indicated in the play. All special char- 
_ acters appear from back or sides of stage. The plays may be 
as long as desired, according to the number of songs and recita- 
tions added. 


ALICE RETURNS TO WONDERLAND 


CHARACTERS 
ALICE BELLFAIRY 
TUFFET Book GNOME 
PUFFET QuEEN SUMMER 
DoorKEEPER ATTENDANTS 


SceNnE—dA high, wide curtain is strung across the back of 
the stage. It has a small door in the center and at each side 
of the door is a small, high window. To make the windows 
cut squares in the cloth curtain. Fill in the squares with pale 
grey paper with narrow black strips pasted on to divide the win- 
dows into panes. At the bottom of the curtain is a border 
of huge, gay flowers big as plates. They are made of paper and 
are fastened flat against the curtain. A small, bright blue table 
and chair stand at the left. Little red tubs filled with flowers 
stand here and there. Costumes are left to the discretion of the 
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teacher. ALICE, of course, should be old-fashioned. TUFFET 
and Purret are dressed alike—small vests and big shoes would 
be effective. DoORKEEPER is an old, bent man. BELLFAIRY 
should have gossamer wings and a wand. BooKk GNOME is in 
grey with huge spectacles and ar armful of books. QUEEN 
SUMMER may be as radiant as desired. The aged doorkeeper 
is crossing the room and rattling his keys when a loud knocking 
is heard at the door. 


DoorKkeEePer. Ah! Someone else trying to get into Wonder- 
land! You may knock all you wish but that door will not 


be opened. 


Voice FROM THE Keyuote. Oh, I can see you, Doorkeeper! 
Now that I know someone is at home, I’ll knock and knock 


and knock. 


DoorKEEPER [sourly]. Get away from that door! Orders are 
orders, and I’ve been told not to dare to let anyone in 
through this entrance. 


Voice. But my dear sir, do you know who I am? I’m Alice. 
DoorKeeEPER. Alice? 


Voice. Yes, and I’ve returned to Wonderland. Let me in 
again. Oh, I’m so anxious to eat some more of the candies 
that made me grow tall and made me grow small and made 
me so queer. 


Turret and PuFFET run in. 


Turret. What is it, Doorkeeper? What makes you look so 
? 
cross 


PuFFet. Quite plainly at a loss. 


DoorKEEPER [nodding at door]. She says she’s Alice and has 
been shouting in the most dreadful manner, demanding that 
I let her in. 


TUFFET AND Purret. Alice! 


DoorKEEPER. That’s what she said and I— 


CLOSING DAY GAYETY BOOK 95 


TUFFET AND Purret. Oh, open the door and let her in! 
Come on, old slowpoke! [They seize the old doorkeeper and 
hustle him forward.] Hello, Alice! Hello! 

Voice. Will you let me in, or do I have to climb in through 
a window? [The DoorKeEEPER unlocks the door and it 
opens with a bang. In bounces Auice.] 

ALICE. Coa Puffet! Dear boys! [They embrace joy- 
fully. 


TurFFeET. We knew your voice at once. 
Purret. Welcome to Wonderland again, Alice. 
Auice. Oh, I hope I have as much fun as I did before. The 


merriest maddest time in the world. But—[She sees the 
children sitting in front.|—-Why, who are these children? 
Why are they here? 


Turret. Ask them. 

Atice [running to front of stage]. Who are you, children? 
What do you want? 

CHILDREN. We are waiting for the coming of our queen, our 
beautiful queen. 

Auice. What is the name of your queen? 


CHILDREN. Summer! 


Auicr. And she’s coming here? Oh, goody! Goody! [She 
claps her hands.| ve always wanted to see Queen Sum- 
mer. But, children, what will you do when she comes? 


CHILDREN. We shall sing songs and speak for her. We shall 
give her a royal welcome. 


Auice. Lovely! Oh, lovely! But won’t you do me a favor? 
Won’t you sing for me, too? Everyone of you knows me 
and loves me—Alice in Wonderland. Sing me a song. 


CuHItpren. We will, Alice. [The children sing, sitting or 
standing as desired. ALic& seats herself at*the table while 
the song is sung. As it comes to an end she jumps up and 
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"claps her hands gaily. Turret and Purret make low bows. 
The DoorKeEEPeR shakes his head and ambles out.) 


Autce. Oh, I want to hear more! I want—[A/ bell rings 
loudly off stage and continues without pause. ALICE stops 
and looks in that direction wonderingly. The BELLFAIRY 
skips in followed by the Book GNoME. | 


BeLLrairy [waving her wand}. Come on, Book Gnome. It’s 
time to lock you up for the summer. Follow my magic 
wand. 


Book Gnome. I insist that you treat me with more respect, 
Bellfairy. Perhaps it is vacation time and school at an 
end. Perhaps the place for me is in the bookcase. But let 
me tell you, there isn’t a boy or girl here that doesn’t know 
me, and know me well. They won’t stand for any harsh 
treatment. Will you, children? [He appeals to the chil- 
dren. | 


CHILDREN. No, Book Gnome. We like you too much. 


Book GNoME [swelling]. Ah-h! Hear that, Bellfairy? You 
see these children appreciate me anyway. “They know how 
they had to come running at your command every morning 
for nine months. And they also know that though I was 
sometimes hard to learn, yet at other times I was extremely 
pleasant. 


Auice. Book Gnome, do you suppose the children remember 
any of the things they learned from you? 


Book Gnome. Without a doubt. 
Auice. Then let’s hear some of them. 


Book Gnome. Come on, children. Don’t fail me. [ALicE 
again sits at the table. ‘Turret and PuFFeT squat down, 
one on each side of the door. Book GNoME finds a seat 
and BELLFAIRY also. | e 


Several recitations may now be presented. They may be given 
by individuals; or by groups, each member of the group hav- 
ing a part. The speakers ascend to the stage using the steps 
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provided. They stand in the center of the room but face 
the audience. The performers explain to ALicE what they 
are going to present, its title and so on. Low bows express 
their affection for this bookland character who sits before 
them. In between selections Auice exclaims, “Excellent! 
How well you speak!’ or, “Oh, don’t stop! Make them go 
on, Book Gnome!” and so on. A dialogue would be excel- 
lent at this point. Perhaps one child could tell a story and 
then a group ceuld dramatize it. Dances learned, song 
games, any tricks or diversion of the year might be added 
very effectively. This part of the play leaves a wide field 
for originality. Conversation between the children and 
ALICE, with the Book GNoME and the other characters can 
be added at will. At the final number a horn blows out- 
side. There is a loud cry from the children. “The Queen!” 
The speakers on the stage hurry to their seats in front. On 
the stage ALicE, TUFFET and Purret, Book GNOME and 
BELLFAIRY drop to their knees. Enter: through the back 
door which the DooRKEEPER has unlocked—QUEEN SUM- 
MER and ATTENDANTS. 


Aut. Hail, Queen Summer! We are your loyal followers. 


QurEEN SUMMER. Rise, my beloved subjects. [Those on 
stage stand.| And here are my children! My dear, dear 
children! Waiting for me! Waiting with eyes so bright 
and shining, waiting for me with hearts so full of happi- 
ness, waiting to welcome me with song. Sing, children, 
sing! [She extends her arms to the children and then low- 
ers them at her side. The children sing while the QUEEN 
stands at the front, her ATTENDANTS at her back, holding her 
train. In a row across the stage just in front of the curtain 
stand the other characters. At the end of the song the. 
QUEEN smiles and says “Thank you, children!’ ] 


Atice. Oh, Queen Summer! Your Royal Highness, may I 
ask a question? [She runs to the QUEEN and kneels be- 
side her. | 


QueEN Summer. I grant your request, Alice. 


— os 
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Auice [rising]. Will you sing for us? 
CHILDREN. Yes! Yes! 


QueEEN Summer. If I do you must join me when I reach the 
chorus. I love to hear your voices. [The QUEEN sings 
and the children join in with her when the chorus 1s reached. 
As the song nears an end, the QUEEN turns and slowly 
passes around the stage and out through the door. The door 
closes just as the song is finished. The DooRKEEPER is about 
to lock the door when ALICE gives a cry.] 


Autce. Wait, Doorkeeper, wait! I want to go home. I don’t 
want to stay in Wonderland any longer. Oh, it’s lovely here, 
I know, but at home it’s vacation time now. School is out. 
Summer is here. I just want to run and jump and play. 
So leave the door open, Doorkeeper. Goodbye, Puffet. 
Goodbye, Tuffet. Doorkeeper, Book Gnome, Bellfairy, and 
Children Dear—goodbye! Goodbye! 


Aut. Goodbye, Alice! [She slips through the door and is 
gone. | 


Turret [with a bounce]. Yes, it is vaeation time at last! 
Playtime! 


Purret. Laughtime! 
Turret. Singtime! 
Purret. Dancetime! 


Purret AND Turret [running to the front]. All together, 
children. What is it? What is this magic season? What 
have you been waiting for all these months and at last it’s 
arrived ? : ; 


CHILDREN [with a shout]. Vacation! 


Purrert AND Turret. And just as Alice did, so now may 
you do. Run! Jump! And play! Vacation is here! 
[The children may burst into a final spirited vacation song 

at this point or the play may end at once.] 


CURTAIN 
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CINDERELLA’S MAGIC HOUR 


CHARACTERS 
CINDERELLA EMMY 
MESSENGER BiRDSONG 
WINKIE JUNE 


GREEN Imps 


SCENE—A fireplace filled with ashes at back of the stage. 
CINDERELLA sits close by on a small stool, her chin in her hands, 
elbows on knees. A plain table, chair, bench and rug consti- 
tute the major furnishings. Kettles hang on each side of the 
fireplace. On the table some cups and saucers are visible. 
CINDERELLA wears a skimpy, short gingham dress and an apron 
soiled with cinder dust. The MESSENGER has a feather in his 
hat and a uniform of green and red with brass buttons. Win- 
KIES trousers are hanging half way to his ankles. His shirt is 
open at the throat and torn. He is barefooted. EMMy wears 
any quaint, old-fashioned gown. Btrpsonc is in bright blue 
with a red breast and yellow cap adorned by a crest of feathers. 
JUNE is in a flowing pink gown trimmed with flowers and 
streamers. (GREEN IMPS wear green costumes with trousers 
that reach to the toe and cover the head. Around the neck is 
a frill made to resemble grass, and the same frill is also found 
at waist, wrists and ankles. 


CINDERELLA. Oh, how much longer must I wait for that Fairy 
Godmother of mine? She promised me she would come. 
Yes, she did! Come—with a beautiful silken gown and 
glass slippers! A coach and footmen four! A prince and 
a throne! But where is she? What is keeping her? I’ve 
waited so long. [She buries her head and hums a sad little 
tune. Suddenly she lifts her head.| A knock! I’m sure 
I heard a knock. [She hurries to the left.] Just a minute 
and I'll unlock the door. Come in! [The Messencer 
enters. | 


Messencer. Sign here! [He hands her a paper.] 
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CINDERELLA. What’s this? I’m not going to sign unless I 
know. 


Messencer. It’s a message from your Fairy Godmother. 


CINDERELLA. Isn’t she coming? Oh, dear! Oh, dear! [She 
cries into her apron and gets her face all black. 


Messencer. Here you! Read what she said. Maybe it will 
make you smile. 


CINDERELLA [reading the message]. “Dear Cinderella: I am 
so sorry but I can not come to see you tonight. I have a 
dreadful toothache. Your gown is ready and the mice are 
begging me to turn them into prancing white horses. But 
what can I do? My face is as big as a cream cheese. Never 
mind, Cinderella. I am sending you some wonderful spec- 
tacles. Put them on and wear them for an hour. All the 
world will change its face while you do. And tomorrow 
night if my tooth is better I will arrive on time. Your 
loving Godmother.” 


MessEeNceER. Poor thing! I don’t see why she doesn’t get 
false teeth. Her own have caused her trouble for years. 


CINDERELLA. But where are the spectacles? The magic spec- 
tacles? 


Messencer. Here. Put them on. [CINDERELLA is about to 
do so when a second knock sounds. | 


CINDERELLA. You don’t suppose she changed her mind after 
all? Qh, it is she, ll wager two cookies and three dough- 
nuts. Come in, Fairy Godmother. 


WINKIE and Emmy appear. 
Winkie AND Emmy. Good evening. Are you Cinderella? 
CINDERELLA. Yes, and who are you? 


Winkie. Just two little orphans who have read about you 
and want to go to the ball with you. My name is Winkie. 


Emmy. And if you dance with the prince may I dance, too, 
Cinderella? My name is Emmy. 
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CINDERELLA. Oh, children, it’s too bad. I’m not going. My 
Fairy Godmother has the toothache. But don’t go away. 
Let us spend the evening together, all four of us. Mes- 
senger, won't you stay? Here I have cups and plates for 
all of us. I shall make some lovely tea. We'll poke up the 
fire in the ashes. Oh, please say that you'll stay. 


Aut Turee. We will, Cinderella. 

MEssENGeER. But put on the magic spectacles first. 
CINDERELLA [doing so]. Children! Oh, children! 
OTHERS on Stace. What? What is it, Cinderella? 


CINDERELLA. Oh, it’s all changed and beautiful! It’s green 
and full of flowers. It’s summer and—Oh, do my eyes tell 
me the truth! [She runs to front of stage.| I see dozens 
of smiling faces. . Dozens and dozens! Why, how-do-you- 
do, visitors! 


CHILDREN Out Front. Good day, Cinderella! 
CINDERELLA. Why are you here? 


SPOKESMAN FOR CHILDREN. We are here to cheer you up, 
to sing for you, to dance, to make you forget that your Fairy 
Godmother has the toothache and that her face is as big 
as a cream cheese. 


CINDERELLA. Oh, marvelous! Did you hear that, Winkie 
and Emmy?: They are going to sing, just for me! Come! 
Let us take seats and listen. [The MESSENGER and the other 
characters seat themselves. The children out front sing. | 


Emmy [clapping her hands]. Oh, Cinderella! This is better 
than going to the ball. I would rather be here than danc- 
ing with the prince. Yes, Cinderella, I really would. But 
—why, what is that? [A great chirping and whistling is 
heard outside and into the room flies Birpsonc. | 


Birpsonc. I am Birdsong. Before the flowers, before the 
emerald green of grass, before the winds of spring, I come 
to carol and sing. 
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CHILDREN. Sing, Birdsong, sing for us. 


CINDERELLA. Oh, yes, do. I seem to hear the voice of the 
great, green woods. I seem to see the hills and vales and 
streams. [CINDERELLA rises and with a far-off look extends 
her arms to the hills.| 


Birpsonc. Will you help me, children? Will you lend your 
sweet voices to my song? 


CHILDREN [on stage and off]. Yes, yes, Birdsong. [Brrp- 
SONG sings. Jf desired a group from below may help him, 
coming up onto the stage beside him. For the chorus, the 
entire room of children may join in. Perhaps the charac- 
ters on the stage could assist him in the singing of the verses 
with the whole group joining in for the refrain. Or if Birp- 
SONG has a good voice, most of his song can be a solo. A 
girl also may take the part although the pronoun “he” has 
been employed here. | 


WINKIE [as the song ends|. Look! Look! Someone is com- 
ing. [JUNE and the GREEN IMPs dance into the room.] 


CINDERELLA. Oh, you beautiful thing! Do you have a Fairy 
Godmother, too? Does she dress up in these lovely drap- 
eries? Has she given you this.crown of flowers? [She 
touches the other’s dress. | 


June. I need no Fairy Godmother. The sun, the sky, the 
wind, belong to me. My name is— : 


GreEEN Imps [loudly while JUNE sinks to a knee in a graceful 
curtsy]. June! And we are the Queen Imps who paint 
the grass green. 


CINDERELLA. Qh, are you really June? Are you really the 
perfect month? 


Messencer. I believe it is. See the roses she wears. Look 
how starry her eyes are. Yes, it is June. 


Winxig. I thought of you all winter long, June. I often 
dreamed about you. 
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Emmy. Cinderella, ask them to stay for tea, won't you? 


CINDERELLA. Will you stay, June and Green Imps? Please 
stay and have tea. 


June. Thank you, Cinderella. We accept with pleasure. 
But who are these lovely children out here? 


CINDERELLA. They have come to sing for me, June. Think 
of it. To sing for poor little Cinderella, to dance for her, 
to speak for her. Wait! I shall put the kettle on the fire. 
[She flies to the fireplace and pokes up the ashes and puts 
the kettle on.} Sit down at the table. [They take places 
but with no one with back turned to audience.] Here are 
‘plates and cups. [CINDERELLA arranges the dishes on the 
table.| Now while we wait for the kettle to boil, we shall 
listen to the children. And if they wish, we too, shall join 
them in their fun. [While the children perform, CINDER- 
ELLA presently takes the kettle and pours out the tea which 

those at table sip.] 


[Now as many songs, recitations and dialogues may be pre- 
sented as desired. For a complete description of possible activi- 
ties refer to the first play given, “AticeE ReTuRNS To Won- 
DERLAND. The paragraph beginning with the words “Sev- 
eral recitations may now be presented. They may be = 
explains fully. The characters on the stage may perform. 
Groups from out front or the entire room may give selections. 
Costumes may be used according to the material presented. 
At the end, JUNE rises. ] 


June. But all these songs, and smiling faces and general hap- 
piness remind us that the gayest time of the year has ar- 
rived. ‘The freest time, the merriest time, the time when 
children grow strong and brown. What is that season, 
children? ‘That best of all seasons? 


CHILDREN. Vacation! 


June. And now before Cinderella’s tea party comes to an 
end suppose we sing one more song. As we sing I shall 
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pass, out to the green hills, the flowering meadows, the 
leafy woods. There, children, you shall find me waiting 
for you. [Everyone, on stage and off, sing one more song. 
As they sing JUNE and the GREEN Imps pass, the latter two 
holding her draperies as if they were a train. CINDERELLA, 
the MESSENGER, WINKIE and EMmMy sink to one knee until 
she has passed. | 


MeEsseNcer. Dear, Oh, dear! What will the Fairy God- 
mother say? Here I have been gone hours and hours. I 
must rush back at once. Oh, I wonder how her tooth is! 


CINDERELLA. Thank her for the wonderful spectacles. [She 
removes them and hands them back.| Tell her I had a 
beautiful hour, a lovely magic hour, and now I shall go back 
to my ashes and be content. And also tell her that I hope 
her face is no longer as big as a cream cheese. 


MeEssENGER. Goodbye, Cinderella. 
CINDERELLA. Goodbye, Messenger. 


Winkie. Wait, Messenger. We will go with you. The old 
lady with whom we live will be worried. She told us there 
was no such a person as Cinderella. But now we have 
shown she was wrong. 


Emmy. Next time we will go to the ball, Cinderella, and I 
shall dance with the prince. 


MesseNceR, WINKIE AND Emmy. Farewell, Cinderella. 


CINDERELLA. Farewell. [They go out. CINDERELLA returns 
to her stool by the fire. She hunches over as before. She 
sings a sad, little tune. The curtain descends. 


CURTAIN 
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THE RETURN OF THE CHILDREN 


CHARACTERS 
MortHer Goose 
JAcK AND JILL 
BoPrep 
Tue OLtp Woman Who Liven IN THE SHOE 


SCENE—A woodland scene with green boughs and flowers 
W ood stumps provide seats for the characters. Boxes covered 
with brown and green robes supply this need. The charac- 
ters are dressed according to tradition. MorHeEer Goose in 
a full skirt, tight bodice, wide high hat and carrying a stick. 
Jack and JILL in quaint, old-fashioned clothes and with a pail 
between them. BoPrrEp wears a dress that reaches to the 
ground, has a wide flouncy hat and a crook. THE OLD WoMAN 
is bent over on a cane, has a shawl around her shoulders and 
long skirts. 

MorHer Goose enters. 


MortuHer Goose. Jack and Jill? Jack and Jill? 


Voices. We're coming. Just as soon as we can tumble down 
the hill. [There is a loud crash and a pail flies out into the 
open space. JACK and JILL bounce out.| Good day, Mother 
Goose! 

Mortuer Goose. Mercy on us, children! Why don’t you 
come down the hill the way other people do? 

Jack. It would never do. [He shakes his head.] All the 
children have read how we went up the hill to fetch a pail 
of water and tumbled down. We'll just have to keep on 
tumbling. 

Moruer Goose. Very well. It’s your crown and not mine 
that gets broken. But now I want to see BoPeep. I want 
to ask if she has found her sheep. 


Jixt. Should we call her, Mother Goose? 
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Moruer Goose. If you would be so kind, I would—but 
there she is now! ‘There is someone with her. I don’t seem 
to recognize the newcomer. [BoPEEP enters leading THE 
Otp WoMAN who is crying. | 

BoPrrer. Oh, Mother Goose, I thought it was dreadful when 
I lost my sheep, but this poor, old soul has had much worse 
luck. She has lost her children. 


Moruer Goose. Her children! Oh, now, I see who it is. 
The Old Woman who Lived in the Shoe and had so many 
children she didn’t know what to do. So you’ve lost your 
family, have you? : 

THE Otp Woman. Yes, they’ve been gone for months. All 
[ have left is the shoe in which we used to live. [She holds 
up the shoe, a large one.| Ive hunted for miles and miles 
and miles. But I can’t find them. Oh, where are they? 
Where are they? 

CHILDREN Down Front. Here we are! You won’t have 
to look any longer. 

Tue O_p Woman [hobbling to front]. What! Are my old 
eyes deceiving me? No! There they are. All of my chil- 


dren who lived in the shoe. Where have you been, you 
bad run aways? 


CHILDREN Down Front. Going to school. 

Moruer Goose. To school! Why, of course. They’ve been 
learning their lessons, Old Woman Who Lived in the Shoe. 
I’m sure they must be crammed with knowledge from head 
to toe. é 

CHILDREN Down Front. We are, Mother Goose. 


SPOKESMAN FOR Group. Would you like to hear some of the 
things we have learned? Some of our songs and recitations 
and games? 

CHARACTERS ON Stace. Oh, yes! That would be lovely. 


THE OLp Woman. Well, you better satisfy me you have 
studied well or I'll give each one of you a spanking for 
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running away from the shoe. It was a nice, comfortable 
home ‘for you even if you did have to sleep on shelves. 


BoPeep. Come! Let us sit on these tree stumps and listen 
to the children perform. 


[They take seats. Thereupon the children sing, speak and 
perform. See the play “Atice RETURNS TO WONDERLAND.” 
The paragraph beginning “Several recitations may now be pre- 
sented. They may be given ’ explains the proper pro- 
cedure. The play may be lengthened indefinitely by the addi- 
tion of more songs, dialogues and recitations. The teacher 
will have to supply the necessary conversation between num- 
bers. A few words of praise from this character and that one 
will suffice. As the children finish their last number MoTHER 
Goose rises. ] 


MoruHe_er Goose. Old Woman, how proud you must be.of these: 
bright children of yours! Living in a shoe has been the best 
thing in the world for them. 


Oxtp Woman. Yes, indeedy! Yes, indeedy! I am proud of 
them. ‘They have learned their lessons well. Now I shall 
be off and get the shoe all ready for their home-coming. 
[She turns to children.) Don’t keep me waiting, children. 
As soon as school is out hurry right home to the shoe. I'll 
have a nice supper ready, a nice supper of fried snails and 
buttercup cake. 


CHILDREN. We'll be there on time. [THE OLtp Woman 
hobbles out. | 


Moruer Goose. How glad | am that it all turned out so 
well! I only hope BoPeep finds her sheep as easily as the 
Old Woman found her children. And now before you say 
goodbye to school and teacher, won’t you sing a song of 
farewell? One last good song! [MorTHer Goose and the 
other characters line up and sing, too. The children stand 
and close the program with a farewell song. | 


CURTAIN 
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DRILLS AND DANCES 


THE PARADE OF THE PENCILS 


Any number of boys and girls of an even height. The 
costumes are of assorted colors—red, blue, green, yellow, etc. 
The garment worn consists of a single straight piece of ma- 
terial reaching from neck to ankles and armless. ‘The per- 
formers arms are inside. On the head is a peaked hat of tan 
with a black point to simulate the point of the pencil. The 
hats should all be alike and the same shade of tan. Military 
precision makes this drill effective. Music 4-4 time. A good 
tuneful march. ‘The pencils march in and around the stage 
and then to the back where they line up facing the audience. 
Marching step is as follows in all cases: Step forward on 
counts One and three. Start with left foot. 


Forward march for three measures. Halt for one measure. 
Backward march three measures. Halt for one. 

Bow down 1-2-3-4. Up 1-2-3-4. 

Bend hody to left 1-2-3-4. To right 1-2-3-4. 

Upright 1-2-3-4. [This means simply standing in position.] 
Bow down 1-2-3-4. Up and hold pose for two measures. 


Repeat from beginning. Children should be so well drilled 
that they move as one. As stated before military precision 
counts. After performers have held pose for two measures 
continue: 


Every other pencil moves forward to count of two measures, 
or in other words, take four steps forward. 

At same time the other pencils move backward for same count. 

All hold position for two measures. 


Return to line in two measures, those in front now marching 
backward. 
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Hold position, standing very erect and stiff, for two measures. 


Repeat this movement. Only those who went forward the 
first time now go backward and so on. 


At end hold position two measures. 


Sidestep to right for four measures. Count as follows: step 
on one. Draw up left foot on three. 


Sidestep to left for four measures. 
Bow down 1-2-3-4. Up 1-2-3-4. 


Sidestep to right for two measures. . Back to left for two 
measures. 


Bow down. Up. Down. Up. Count as above given. 
Every other pencil now moves back to count of four measures. 
Those remaining stand in position for same time. 


Those remaining close ranks. That is the pencils on the 
outside move in, stepping sidewise either to left or right until 
they stand shoulder to shoulder. Now while those at back 
stand in position the shoulder-to-shoulder group repeat the 
drill from the beginning. When they reach the end they fall 
apart and by sidewise stepping in perfect time to music go 
back to former places. The pencils in back advance forward 
to their places in line. 


Then the pencils who remained in position before now march 
back to count of four measures. “Those remaining close ranks. 
Repeat drill from beginning as before, or if desired this figure 
can be omitted. 


With all pencils once more in line after those in back have 
marched up, the line breaks in the center and the two divi- 
sions separate and move backward as if an opening door. Move 
backward until the two lines are facing. Those in the center 
must necessarily take much longer steps than those at the end. 
as the door opens. 
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Hold position facing each other for two measures. Then 
the door closes. A straight line is formed once more. Hold 
position for two measures. 


The door now opens the other way. The line breaks in the 
middle as the pencils move forward. ‘Those on the outside 
remain practically still only beating time with feet. The lines 
move forward and continue around, making a complete wheel 
and coming up into line again from the back. 


Repeat march from first door movement. 
Face left. March from stage. 


BUTTERFLY CAPERS 


Any number of small girls in summery dresses. Add sleeve 
wings of transparent material. Wings should be of same color 
as dress. On wings paste circles of dark paper to imitate the 
markings on butterfly wings. Music 4-4 time. 


Skip in and around stage gradually forming circle. Skip 
around circle once. Reverse and skip the other way. Stop 
and face in, joining hands. Skip to center hands held high. 
Dance backward to former position. Again to center. Again 
out. Whirl around once. Turn to partner and take hands. 
Skip sidewise to center of circle. Out again. In to center. 
Out again. Whirl in circle with partner. All face in. Join 
hands in one big ring. Dance sidewise to left. Back to right. 
Skip to center with wings held high. Kneel. Rise and dance 
backward to former big ring, hands still clasped. Drop hands. 
Kneel with wings outspread. Move wings in time to music, 
close, open, close, open. Rise and skip around stage and off. 
Repeat any movement desired. 


BROOM DANCE 


Any number of girls of intermediate grades. Each wears 
a Dutch cap and white apron and kerchief around shoulders. 
‘Each carries a broom. Brooms are held over shoulders with 
straw part up. Music 4-4 time. 
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at around stage. Form line across back. Advance to 
ront. 


pee broom handle with both hands. Lower straw end to 
oor. 


Hold broom out at arm’s length 1-2-3-4 count. 


Back to same count. 


Sweep to left and right, twice each way, to count of two 
measures. 


Hold position for count of one measure. 

Hold broom up to count of 1-2-3-4. Lower to same count. 
Again sweep to left and right, twice each way. Hold position. 
Face slightly toward right. Hold position. 

Sweep as before. Then in position for count of one measure. 
Face slightly toward left. Sweep as before. 

Face front. Point broom to ceiling. Up 1-2-3-4. 

Sweep as before. Lower 1-2-3-4. 


March backward four steps, sweeping in time. All to left, then 
to right, etc. 


Move forward doing same. Turn in circle, sweeping all the 
while. 


When facing front again hold position for one measure. 
Point brooms to left. To front. To right. To front. 
Whirl brooms in wide circle. Lower straw end to floor. 


Repeat drill from beginning, adding any variations desired. 


BASEBALL DRILL 


For nine boys of same size. They are dressed in baseball suits 
and carry bats. The exercises are exactly the same as for the 
BROOM DRILL except that instead of a sweeping movement 
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in places where the Broom Girls sweep, the boys use a striking 
movement as if hitting the ball. At the end of the exercises, 
the boys quickly take places as if on a diamond. A soft rubber 
ball is tossed. An inning is quickly played, some other pupil act- 
ing as umpire. Music continues softly. When inning is ended 
players fall into line, march around the stage and off. Players 
should root and cheer as is customary when an exciting game 
is on. 


THE FROLIC OF THE FLOWERS 


There is a very pretty drill included in the play entitled 
“Daisy Almost Didn’t Pass” in the department headed VARI- 
ETY EXERCISES. It may be given with or without the 
stage setting described. Costumes are simple. The performers 
may hum as suggested or a piano may provide the music. 


BASKET PARADE 


A second attractive drill is found under the heading SONGS. 
It is a part of the number entitled “Springtime’s Buds.” Every 
requisite is there for a satisfactory drill. How to make the 
baskets is explained. And all movements. The melody men- 
tioned may be discarded and a waltz tune substituted. If this 
number is given just as a drill, the words may be done away 
with. 


NORWEGIAN FOLK DANCE 


Fight or sixteen performers take part. All may be girls if 
desired. Or half of the number boys. The girls wear green 
skirts with white waists. A green bolero laced in red with a 
red cap completes the costume. Music: a merry polka. 


Face partner, four couples forming each circle. Clap own hands 
together twice. Clap right hand against partner’s right 
hand. Clap own hands together. Left hand against part- 
ner’s left. Each time clap twice, Then with hands at 
waist jig eight times. 


Repeat from beginning, 
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At end of second performance, take partner’s hand and face 
ahead. Move around in circle for eight steps, running 
steps. Take partner’s other hand and swing. Face ahead 


once more, but run backwards for eight steps. Swing 
again. | 


Turn back on partner, and do clapping exercises with the new 
partner now facing each dancer. Repeat as before. Swing 
with new partner. Turn to old partner and swing once 
more. 


Face partner. Stamp once with left foot, once with right. Clap 
right hand with partner’s right. Same with left. Repeat 
stamping and clapping. . 


Join elbows with partner. Swing around in circle. Reverse 
and join opposite arms and swing in the other direction. 


Face ahead. Move in circle for eight running steps. Do as 
before when performing this part of dance. 


Bow low at end and skip off. 


HUNGARIAN DANCE 


Any number of couples. Couples may consist of a boy and 
girl or two girls. The girls wear bright red skirts, white 
waists and black boleros. Around the waist is a plaid scarf 
with the same material for a head scarf. Any music with a 
bizarre motif and in 4-4 time will do. 


Couples stand side by side, all facing toward center of circle. 
Eight sidewise skips to the left. Stop. Clap hands twice. 
Stamp once with each foot. Turn to partner and whirl 
once. Face in again. Clap hands twice. Stamp once with 
each foot. Eight sidewise skips to the right. All hands are 
joined in one big circle while skipping sidewise, either left 
or right. 


Couples now face each other. Fold arms and hold them high, 
backs erect and chins up. Partner No. 1 takes two side- - 
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wise steps toward the center of the circle. Partner No. 2 
does same away from center. Both stamp vigorously four 
times. 

Partner No. 1 now sidesteps four steps away from center. And 
No. 2 four steps toward center. The partners pass each 
other in performing this movement. 


Without pausing No. 1 sidesteps two steps toward center and 
No. 2 two steps away from center. This brings the pair 
together once more. Stamp four times. Fling arms wide 
and with finger tips barely touching partner’s finger tips, 
whirl in a circle, face to face with partner. 


Couples face ahead. Join inside hands. Skip around circle, tak- 
ing eight skips. Stop and whirl. Again face ahead and 
skip eight skips. Stop and whirl. 


Stop and couples face each other. Fold arms and hold high as 
before. Partner No. 2 remains still. No. 1 dances com- 
pletely around the motionless partner and pausing in front 
stamps four times. The action is then reversed with No. 1 
standing still and No. 2 dancing around. 


Join hands and each couple whirls violently several times. Face 
ahead and skip from scene. 


[Repeat any figure desired or eliminate those not wished. | 
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SONGS—DRAMATIZED AND GENERAL 


[All the tunes referred to are found in “The Golden Book 
of cae Songs.’ We can furnish this book at 20 cents per 
copy. 


DUNCE SONG 
Melody: ‘Comin’ Thro’ the Rye.” 


1 Just because we're dunces we must 
* Wear these fearful hats; 
* Our dear teacher shakes her finger, 
* Says we’re dull as bats. 
® Oh, our heads we punch and wiggle, 
® So our brains will clear; 
7 But still there seems no hope for us— 
8 We're getting worse each year! 


1 Dunce caps to the left you see and 
2 Dunce caps to the right! 
®Dunce caps in the morning and—yes! 
*Dunce caps in the night. 
5 Now suppose we put our heads 
® Together so and so. 
7 Oh, might it be, by twos and three, 
8 Our brains would faster grow? 


1’Take your partners, arm in arm, and 
* We'll go dancing by; . 
3 Just because we’re dunces dilly 
* Is no cause to sigh. 
® Swing your partners with all vigor, 
® Then a low bow make, 
7 And off again with sprightly step 
8 Our duncy way we'll take. 


Any number of boys and girls may take part. High pointed 
dunce caps of assorted colors constitute the costumes. If desired, 
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clown suits may be added. Scene is one of revelry and high 
spirits. If there is a piano the singers come on skipping to the 
music. Skip in time for one measure. Halt and with hands on 
hips mark time with head—once to left, to right, and back in 
position—for one measure. Skip again. Repeat with head. Con- 
tinue until all are standing in line facing audience. Then while 
singing, dramatize words as follows: 


First STANZA. 
Lines. 

1 Fold arms on the first word. Bow low on word dunces. 

2 Straighten upward on word wear. Both hands point toward 
head at word hats. Arms are bent at elbows. Palms facing. 
Thumbs pointing back over shoulders. 

3 Shake forefinger of right hand. 

4 Put right hand to brow and shake head. 

5 Rub head vigorously without knocking hat off. 

6 Outspread palms. 

7 Arms at side in attitude of resignation. 

8 Fold arms and bow heads. 


SECOND STANZA. 


1-2 Bow to left and then to right. 

3-4 Bow to audience. Turn backs and bow to back of stage. 
5-6 Form into circle and put heads together. 

T-8 Join hands and skip in circle. 


‘THIRD STANZA. 


1-2 Take partner by hand and one couple behind another skip in 
a large circle. 

3-4 Stop and mark time with head for two measures. Then con- 
tinue skipping. 

5-6 Couples pause and swing. Bow to each other with right hand 
on heart and left arm extended at side. 

7-8 Skip gaily from stage. 


HIKERS HALE 
Melody: “The Harp That Once Through Tara’s Halls.” 


1 We'll don our caps and off we'll go 
* Across the hill and plain; 
3 A knapsack on our backs and so 
* We'll trudge through shine or rain. 


CLOSING DAY GAYETY BOOK 117 


®° For school is out, vacation’s here, 
® Our books we've thrown away, 
7 And so you see our path is clear 
8 To hike this very day. 


1’The highest hill we hope to climb, 
*"The deepest trail descend; 

’ Our hearts and feet in marching time 
4 As on our way we wend. 

® For school is out, vacation’s here, 
®* Our books we’ve thrown away, 

7 And so you see our path is clear 
* To hike this very day. 


1Qh, ho! We're off to see the world, 
* To conquer landscapes new. 
8 Qh, ho! Our banner is unfurled 
4 For any sky of blue. 
® For school is out, vacation’s here, 
® Our books we’ve thrown away, 
7 And so you see our path is clear 
8 To hike this very day. 


A group of boys is desirable for this song. But if necessary, 
girls may be added. In that case girls wear knickers. All are 
dressed in khaki blouses with black ties. Each singer has a 
knapsack strapped to back. Caps are carried in hand. Motions 
are as follows: 


First STANZA. 


Lines. 

1 Place caps on head. Point to right. 
2 March forward in time to music. Halt. 
3 Turn backs to audience. 
4 March toward back to end of line. 
5 Clap hands twice while facing around. 
6 Fling arms wide. 

7-8 March forward and halt. 
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SECOND STANZA. 


1 Point upward with right hand. 

2 Lower hand and point downward. 
3-4 Beat feet in time to music and swing arms as if striding. 
5-6 March backwards to end of lines. ; 
7-8 March forward until end of stanza. 


THIRD STANZA. 


1-2 Face toward leader who takes way around stage. 

8-4 Snatch off caps and wave above heads, still marching. 
5-6 Form line across back of stage facing audience. 

7-8 Quickly bow and march off, still singing. 


SPRINGTIME’S BUDS 


Melody: “Believe Me, If All These Endearing 
Young Charms.” 


* We come with these baskets of Spring’s pinkest buds; 
*'We hold them aloft for your eye. 

* Our homage we pay as we greet you today— 
* We kneel before passing you by. 

° The loveliness here, the spring’s floral cheer, 
° Pray take to your heart with a will, 

* And upon these May buds let your gaze linger long, 
* Until your eyes gather their fill. 


* A tower of beauty we lift to the skies, 
* And a song of creation we sing; 

° The rainbow’s gay colors may rival their own, 
* Or the light of a butterfly’s wing. 

* Our baskets we share with those who are fair, 
* With the lovers of bud and flower; 

"We scatter our blossoms before you forget 
* The shortness of Spring’s passing hour. 


Girls dressed in pretty summer gowns with flower bands 
around hair. Each one carries a basket. The baskets are made 
of shoeboxes with a stiff handle attached. The handle may be 
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made of wire. Green crepe paper covers the boxes and handles. 
Pink flowers fill the baskets and trail over the edges, some hang- 
ing below at the end of streamers. Other dainty colors may be 
added to the pink. The girls enter singing. Whenever they are 
moving the step is: step, two, three; step, two, three, and so on. 
Motions are: 


First STANZA. 


Lines. 
1 Marching in time, baskets hanging at sides. 
2 Hold baskets up, continue marching, form half circle. 
3 Pause and hold position. 
4 Kneel on one knee, baskets held up. 
5 Rise and continue marching. 
® Form circle and face inward. 
7-8 Hold baskets high and then lower to floor where they are left. 


Now the girls hum the melody through while performing 
these figures. If there is a piano it may accompany the hum- 
ming. Join hands. Take one step to left so that a clear space 
between the baskets may be used. With hands joined move to 
center of circle. Lift joined hands high. Lower hands and move 
backwards to starting point. Bow with hands outsperad as if 
making a graceful curtesy. Face toward leader and follow her 
as she winds in and out of the baskets until each arrives in 
place again. Pick up baskets and face partner. Baskets held 
high in left hand. Right hand joined to partner’s right. Move 
in circle. Change baskets and hands and move in circle in 
opposite direction. Couples face toward leaders. March in 
circle holding baskets high, hands clasped and lowered. Lower 
baskets and lift hands. Repeat with baskets high and hands 
down and then the other way. Form straight line across back. 
March to front. Halt. A piano alone may officiate after the 
girls have hummed the song through once. Or if desired, a 
pretty waltz tune in the same key as the song may be used. 


SECOND STANZA. 
1-2 Hold baskets high. j 
3-4 Make a sweeping half circle with baskets. 


5-6 Gather a handful of buds. 
7-8 Throw flowers at audience. Pass out humming. 
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GO, OLD SCHOOLBOOKS 
Melody: ‘The Blue-Bells of Scotland.” 


O Schoolbouks, you’re growing 
Too heavy more to bear! 

O Schoolbooks, we’re weighted 
With all your load of care. 

There’s learning in your pages, 
But our heads just can not stand 

One more fact, date or number— 
The truth, please understand! 


“What’s that?” you are saying 
“Tt’s now vacation time!” 
No wonder we're aching 
From knowledge so sublime. 
One whole year fills our stuffed heads. 
Go, books, you make us blue; 
Hurrah! It’s dear vacation— 
We're more than through with you. 


Any number of boys and girls with schoolbooks strapped to- 
gether and slung over shoulder. For the first two lines bend 
shoulder with weight of burden. For next two lines bring books 
to front. Look at books, holding them up. Slap books briskly 
with hand for last line. 

For the second stanza cup ear at beginning. Hold heads for 
next two lines. Throw books on floor at word Go. At word 
Hurrah! grab partner and swing in wide circle. Pick up books 
and march off whistling melody. 


QUEEN SUMMER 
Melody: “Tis Springtime.” 


Oh, Summer! Dear Summer! 
We bow to our queen. 

Her face is so lovely, 
Her garments so green. 


REFRAIN. 
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She wears on her head a 
Crown made all of flowers. 
Awaiting her favor 
We'll spend all our hours. 


Oh, June time! Oh, moon time! 
Your roses are red. 
You reign over woodlands 
From which snows have fled. 
We want you to come with 
Bluebird and wind song. 
For beauties you promise 
We've waited so long. 


Oh, Summer! Dear Summer! 
We're coming to you. 
Throw open your portals, 
And let us pass through. 
Tune up your bird song bands, 
Spread carpets of green! 
We're coming to worship 
Our dear lovely queen. 


SHOUT, BOYS, HO! 
Melody: “Dip, Boys, Dip the Oar.” 


Vacation days are here, ho! 

Our song rings loud and sweet; 
It is a thought so dear, ho! 

We can’t restrain our feet. 


Shout, boys, shout with glee! 
One more hour and we'll all be free. 
Spring’s sweet smile is wide, 
As she calls us from outside. 


Our lessons we have learned, ho! 
We studied hour by hour; 

Our grades we fairly earned, ho! 
For knowledge offers power. 
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Now off we march with joy, ho! 
All hopes fulfilled and gay. 
Our song without alloy, ho! 
It’s glad vacation day. 


HEAR! HEAR! HEAR! 
Melody: “Hop, Hop, Hop.” 
Hear! Hear! Hear! 


Dear vacation’s near. 

With a smile and with a hello, 

Calls from fields so green and mellow. 
Hear! Hear! Hear! 


Dear vacation’s near. 


Sing! Sing! Sing! 

Blue skies on the wing. 
Let us make the most of summer, 
Welcome this pink-cheeked newcomer. 


- Sing! Sing! Sing! 


Blue skies on the wing. 


EVERYONE READY 
Melody: “At Pierrot’s Door.” 


All our books are folded 
Into small, neat piles; 
All our pens and pencils 
We discard with smiles. 
Do you ask why that’s so? 
Do you wonder, too? 
Hist! It’s now vacation! 


We thought all folks knew. 


Soon the school door closes 
With a last, loud bang; 

Soon the school bell slumbers 
After one more clang. 
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And we're growing gayer, 
As the minutes fly. 

We can't help these glad shouts 
For vacation’s nigh. 


THE MAGIC NAME 
Melody: “Old Black Joe.” 


Drop all your cares; leave them lying far behind! 
Drop all your books and such burdens of a kind! 
Throw back your head; give a mighty, swelling shout. 
We're going to tell you right this moment 

What it’s about ! 
Vacation! Vacation! 

It’s magic name we shout! 

We're going to tell you right this moment 

What it’s about! 


We'll follow paths that lead up to flowering hills; 
We'll know the brooks and the river and the rills. 
Where our feet go we'll find dear vacation’s there, 
A smile upon her glad face and a flower 

In her hair. 
Vacation! Vacation! 

We will meet her without care— 

A smile upon her glad face and a flower 

In her hair. 
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MONOLOGUES AND READINGS 


NEW LESSONS AGAIN 


FOR A BOY OF TEN OR ELEVEN 


No more lessons! The last day of school! It certainly is a 
grand and glorious feeling. I’m going to let my head get 
emptier and emptier until there isn’t an idea left in it. Yes, 
sir! Those are my plans. I want to get my head aired and 
sive my brains a rest. And while they're getting rested for 
three long months I’m going to be doing a lot of things. I’m 
going to spend half my time in the swimming hole practicing 
up new strokes in swimming. Some day I plan to win a prize 
or two along that line. Besides that, Dad is going to show me 
how to take care of the car. He’s going to show me how all the 
inside works run and how to fix them when they need it. That 
will keep me busy, I can tell you. Maybe I'll fix it so well it 
will never run again. But that isn’t all. I’m raising a vege- 
table garden and it looks as if I might make quite a bit of © 
money from it if I only knew the way to market my stuff. Old 
Mr. Thomas is going to tell me some of his ideas on the subject. 
He’s been selling garden things for years and knows all the ins 
and outs. Then with the extra time I have I’m going to finish 
making that table and chair I started in the manual training 
class at school and never got finished. One of the big boys is 
going to show me how to sandpaper them and varnish them just 
right. I also hope I’ll find a few minutes to learn how to make 
a portable radio, how to tell one bird’s song from another, and 
how to know forest signs such as the Indians know. But as I 
said before—no more lessons! Not a one except—except— 
[He stops and scratches his head.| Why, say! If I follow out 
my plans I'll be learning things every day this summer! I won’t 
be in school but I'll be having lessons just the same! How to 
swim, how to fix the car, how to market my vegetables, how to— 
Why, it’s all lessons! Now what do you know about that! 
And here I thought I was getting away from that kind’ of 
stuff. Strangest of all, I believe I’m going to like it. I want 
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to learn these things. That’s why. Well, it looks to me as if 
there would always be lessons to learn, no matter what you're 
doing you’re learning a lesson. And the only difference is 
whether you're learning because you want to—or because you 
have to. 


JUST BOOKS 


There is nothing in the world like a good book. Summer 
time—a nice shady spot—perhaps a box of candy—and a book! 
Or it may be in the winter time. Outside the furious sweep of 
blizzard and snow—the red glow in the fireplace—perhaps 
again a box of candy—and a book! No matter what your cir- 
cumstances may be, or where you are, the hours will pass on 
swift feet if you only have a book. All the learning in the 
world; all the thoughts of master minds; the beliefs of the 
great and the good you will find within the covers of the 
printed volume. No one need be ignorant, no one need be lonely, 
for there is one sure cure for both conditions. The person who 
has never learned to love books is to be pitied. What a world 
of romance and adventure and interest he is shut out of! What 
pleasure he is missing! The fine people he could know if he 
only cared to get acquainted with them in the pages of a story! 
The far countries he could visit and the strange customs he 
could learn just by turning the pages of a history or a book of 
travels. Of all the gifts that might be given, of all the riches 
that one might gain, of all the joys that could be captured, 
there is none that can one-half compare with—just books! 


MEMORIES OF AUNT MINNIE 


AUNT MINNIE IS SUITABLY AGED WITH SHAWL AND SPEC- 
TACLES. SHE SITS IN AN ARM CHAIR AND IS SEWING 
OR MENDING. 


What's that? [She cranes her neck to the left.) . . . Rosie 
doesn’t like her dress? Doesn’t like that nice dress you got her 
for graduation? Well, such a girl! Why, if I'd had such a 
dress when I graduated from school I'd been afraid to sit down 
in it, it would have seemed so grand. Rosie! Rosie! [AUNT 
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Minnis lifts her voice and calls off right.] Come heret:.4s5 
“What for?” That’s a nice way to yell at your Aunt Minnie. 
Come here and find out “what for.” There! Now that’s a nice 
girl. Now you just sit down here and listen to me. I’m going 
to tell you about my graduation dress. I’m going to show you, 
Rosie, that it isn’t the dress that counts but the graduation. 

It was the day of the graduation exercises and I had put on 
my new dress. Just plain white muslin, my dear, with a few 
tucks. Not an inch of lace, not a bit of ribbon. But I felt as 
grand as any queen. I had never had anything so wonderful 
before. I was walking on the air, in a happy dream. Mother 
and the rest of the family had gone on ahead. I was waiting for 
my special friend, Grace Forrester, to arrive. We were going 
to the Opera House together. I was standing in front of the 
looking glass, where I had spent most of the morning, when 
suddenly I heard a bark. At once I pricked up my ears. It 
was a bark I knew. Quite a thin, little bark. And it belonged 
I knew to the puppy which Uncle Ebenezer had given me as a 
graduation present. He was supposed to be locked up in the 
shed so that he wouldn’t run away or be stolen for he was a 
high-priced kind. I went to the window. There the little rascal 
was, heading for the gate! Without another thought I ran to 
the door and in a flash was after him. His name was Tweedles. 

“Here, Tweedles! Here, Tweedles!” I called. “Nice 
Tweedles.” But his only answer was to run faster than ever. 
Naturally when he set the pace all I could do was to keep after 
him. Down the street we tore. People stopped to look. But I 
had no time to stop and explain. J was gaining on the little 
villain, I was almost close enough to grab him by the tail, when 
without warning, he darted into a nearby yard. I never stopped. 
Yard or no yard I was determined that he should not escape. 
But I remember that excited as I was, yet I realized that it 
was the home of Mrs. Sidney Astorvelt, one of our most dis- 
tinguished citizens. We raced around the corner of the house, 
Tweedles and I, and I was just in time to see him disappear into 
a basement window. Now what was I do do? I was in despair. 

Getting down on my knees and putting my head in through 
the opening, I spied the object of my hunt. He was crouching 
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inside with his bright eyes turned toward me, all ready for a 
game, I suppose. | put out my arm. I was sure I could reach 
him. I could have, too, but he decided to back up. Snapping 
my teeth at him and telling him what I’d do to him when I got 
him, I advanced a little farther. At last I had him! My hand 
closed firmly around his right ear when—something slipped and 
down I crashed ten feet or more! There was a shriek! That 
was from me. There was a howl! That was from Tweedles. 
And then I heard a voice. 

“Why, for goodness sakes, little girl!’ said the voice. ‘“What 
are you doing in our coal hole?” And black from head to foot 
I answered, “I—I—I’m just on my way to the graduation 
exercises.’ Then I heard someone laugh and the same voice 
answered, ‘““Well, you’ve taken the wrong road.” It was Mrs. 
Astorvelt. With great kindness she fished me and Tweedles 
out of the coal hole and offered to clean us up there, but I 
refused her help and hurried home. 

Imagine, if you can, the terrific shock that mother and the 
family experienced fifteen minutes later when I came marching 
into the Opera House wearing my old blue calico dress with 
the green patch! It was the only one that was clean and I had 
to wear it or stay at home. 

But I graduated just the same! I spoiled the looks of the 
class a little bit, but I got my diploma. And so, Rosie, take 
my advice. You just put on that dress your mother bought you 
and march up there with the best of them. You'll graduate 
just as well as if you wore silks and satins, and while you're 
doing it you just think of your Aunt Minnie. Think of your 
old Aunt Minnie in the faded blue calico dress with the green 
patch! 


A QUESTION OF BRAINS 


You know, I’m puzzled. There’s something I'd like to know. 
Now I’ve been going to school for several years and each year I 
learn more and more and, of course, I’ll go on learning more 
and more. But what I want to know is this: where is it all 
going? I mean, where am I putting it? I know I’ve got 
some brains in the top of my head, but gosh sakes! There 


128 CLOSING DAY GAYETY BOOK 


wouldn’t be room enough in the top of my head for all I’ve 
learned. Why, I have so many books that I can't get them into 
my desk at school, and my desk is ten times as big as my head! 
Well, it’s a puzzle all right, and no one seems to know the 
answer. Bill Blooser tried to explain to me what he thought. 
He said that a fellow’s brain was made up of cells just like a 
jail, you know, and you lock an idea in each cell. He said he 
learned that in school, that there were brain cells. Jimmy 
Harper thinks that what we learn is printed on our minds same 
as if it were a book. He says he can shut his eyes and see words 
and so they must be printed there. But both of those ideas sound 
funny to me. 

No one, I guess, knows just what brains are. There’s only 
one thing we do know. And that is, that if you’ve got any 
you're lucky and should make the most of them. And if you 
haven’t any—well, you'll have to earn your living in some 
other way. . 


COMPOUND INTEREST 


You all know what a bank is, and you know what a bank 
account represents. You could, no doubt, explain fully what 
interest is, and most of you, no doubt, also know what is meant 
by compound interest. It means that you get interest on your 
interest, and interest on your interest and so on and on like an 
endless story. Well, that’s Education! 

Education doesn’t stop with the first payment in making 
returns. Nor with the second nor the third. It never stops 
paying. When you have learned one thing it has opened new 
windows for you to look through. That leads to new adven- 
tures, new journeys of the mind. You grow richer and richer. 
You alone know how wealthy you are. Your neighbor may 
ride by in a magnificent car, but if his mind is poor, what do 
you care about the car? We select our friends because they are 
interesting, full of ideas and pleasant to be with. We want 
people around us who have keen minds and who are willing to 
grow. All such qualities will Education help us acquire. 

Put your money in clothes if you wish. Spend it for houses 
and cars and furniture if your tastes are inclined that way. But 
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as surely as you live, you will grow weary of all that unless you 
have other resources. Everyone wants nice surroundings and a 
comfortable home, but if you have a head full of ideas and the 
necessary education, you can get them. Better an empty house 
and a full head than a full house and an empty head. Get your 
Education first and then when it starts to pay compound inter- 
est, then you can get the other things. 

Time and money well spent, a thing of pleasure and joy with 
the passing of the year, an investment that pays interest on 
interest until your riches know no limit, the possession of every 
wise man—that’s Education! 


THE LAST DAY 


Only a few hours more and the door will be locked. The 
schoolhouse will be empty. Spiders will get busy making homes 
in dark corners. The books, soiled and torn, will settle down to 
sleep until next September. 

But we will not be sleeping. We will not be settling down 
to a quiet rest. No! For us the year will just be beginning. 
For us it will be the real opening of summer and the enjoyment 
of summer pleasures. Our shouts may annoy you. The streets 
will be overflowing with us. We will be here, there and every- 
where. 

Yet, although we are filled with glee at the thought, still 
there isn’t one of us who doesn’t feel a little bit sorry. We shall 
miss the quiet hours of study, the games, the spelldowns, the 
competition. We shall think of it during the summer I am 
sure. Often our thoughts will turn to the still, deserted school- 
house with its doors and windows locked, where the spiders 
are making homes in dark corners, and the books, soiled and 
torn, have settled down to sleep until next September. 

And then—and then, who knows?—we may begin to count 
the days until school opens again. 
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GRADUATION 


SALUTATORY 


Friends and schoolmates, it is my pleasure to welcome you 
to our graduating exercises. 

This is an enjoyable occasion not only for ourselves but for 
every person present today. It is enjoyable because we know 
we have reached a definite goal in our lives, and you have been 
there before us and appreciate how we feel. 

There is a proud sense of accomplishment in each member 
of the graduating glass. Each one of us remembers the diff- 
culties we encountered. Each one of us recalls the hours when 
the obstacles seemed insurmountable. The lessons grew harder 
and harder. More and more was demanded of us. We might 
have given up—but we didn’t! We might have decided that it 
was not worth while and have failen out to join the great army 
of failures—but we didn’t! We held on to the last. Trials were 
many and heartrending, but we didn’t give up. 

So it is with a worthy feeling of victory that we welcome 
you here today. This is the crowning glory of the battle we 
have won. This day marks our achievement. And when the 
minute arrives for us to receive our diplomas, we know that 
our hearts will not be the only happy ones. You, as well, will | 
cheer with us. You, too, will thank fortune that health and 
circumstance permitted us to scale the high hill. For that we 
wish to extend to you words of deepest gratitude and again— 
heartiest welcome. 


SALUTATORY 
HUMOROUS 


Dear victims and fellow-sufferers, you may expect to be 
entertained today, but we are making no promises. If you 
should happen to fall asleep, please try not to be noisy about 
it. Your neighbor may not be as sleepy as you are. 

Entertaining or not, we are very glad to see you here today. 
We want to extend to you our most heart-felt welcome. If you 
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have ever graduated you know what we have been through. 
You know how many times we have had to stand on the. floor. 
You can tell us how many times we were compelled to remain 
after school and prod our tired brains to the solution of some 
problem. All our troubles and sorrows you can sympathize 
with, and so it gives us genuiné pleasure to see you here today. 
It has been a struggle to arrive at this critical stage of our 
educational progress. We were willing—but our brains were 
stubborn. They didn’t want to learn. They didn’t have any 
desire to be educated. We had to push them and urge them 
on, just as if they were contrary donkeys. But urge them on 
we did, or we wouldn’t be sitting up here today, each one of us 
wearing a smile that the bitterest soap couldn’t wash off. 
Yes, we have reached our goal at last. It was a long, long 
trail, and the traveling was hard. Sometimes we ran, it is true, 
and sometimes we got down and crawled. The Road to Edu- 
cation is that way, you know. But anyway—we’re here! And 
you're here to witness our triumph. Welcome to every one of 
you, and our deepest thanks that you have come! Welcome, in 
the name of the graduating class, individually and as a whole. 


VALEDICTORY 


Parents, Friends and Classmates, our hour of triumph has 
now come to an end. It means that we have passed one mile- 
post in our life. It doesn’t mean that we have reached the end. 
The end! We assure you we are only beginning. We have just 
tasted of the fruits of knowledge. The small store of learning 
that we have acquired as graduates of the grammar school has 
only whetted our desires for a bigger one. The more you learn, 
the more you realize how little you know. 

There is still high school and college ahead of us, and some 
of us will be fortunate enough to follow the course of education 
to its climax. But for those who formally end their schooling 
today, it will not mean that henceforth the mind will close 
itself to all new ideas. Quite the opposite is true. That is the 
wonderful thing about education. It is a plant that never stops 
growing. Once the seed is planted it will grow indefinitely if 
only its owner tends it a little. 
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Of course, we know that though our own efforts counted, 
still it was the cooperation of parents and teachers that really 
got us through. You are sharing in our joy, and well you 
should, for half of it belongs to you. Especially do we want to 
thank our teacher who is with us today. Her sympathy and 
interest, her unceasing effort to help us, is a splendid memory 
that we shall never forget. . 

Whatever we may accomplish in the years to come, this day 
will not be forgotten. Whoever we may meet and come to value 
highly in the dim future, no one will meet with higher regard 
than Miss Jones, our beloved instructor. And so with stern 
determination to remember her counsel, to realize her ideals 
which are now ours, we thank you and bid you goodbye. 


VALEDICTORY 


Friends and Classmates, it is the end of the school year, the 
end of the last day—and the end of our program. But it is 
not the end of our ambitions. This is just the beginning. 

Now that we have been shown the path to real happiness, 
we are determined never to follow any other. No byway, how- 
ever enticing it may look, will be able to lead us away from 
the road of real worth, the road to education. We do not know 
where other roads lead to or where they end. But our years 
of work and study have proven to us that the one we are on now 
will take us to a land of unending riches and wealth. 

The greatest glory today has been ours, we realize. But 
with the fullest generosity we are determined that others should 
share in our honor. Others, who although unseen and unheard, 
are equally entitled to your applause. And they as you have 
probably guessed are: our teacher and our parents. Where 
would we be without the sympathy, constant urging and never- 
ceasing assistance of both? With the cooperation and comfort 
of the former and the latter and with our own will to back 
them up, we have succeeded where we might have failed. We 
have won where we might have lost. 

Now we want to show the world that our minds have been 
fruitful ones, that the drilling and harrowing has brought forth 
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a plentiful yield. We can testify to that in many ways. By 
our conduct, by our interest in the lives of others, by our undy- 
ing desire to learn more and more, by our manners and by our: 
speech. All will reveal how well we have profited by what we 
have learned, and will put the stamp of education upon our 
brows. 

It is time to say goodbye. Goodbye to the schoolmates with 
whom we have played and studied. Goodbye to the best teacher 
any class could hope to have. Goodbye to books and desks and 
schoolbells. We are going on to higher institutions of learning, 
to high school and to college, but always we shall have a tender 
spot in our hearts for the place where we got our start. Always 
we shall think of it with kindliness and pleasure. 

Accept our thanks, friends and parents, for the deep interest 
and tolerance you have shown today. We can not tell you how 
much we appreciate the presence of every one of you. Your 
generous spirit has made our graduation program a success. 
Again we thank you with all our hearts, and as we said to the 
others so, in our final word, we say to you: Goodbye. 


[ Nore—If a longer talk is desired than has been given here, 
we would suggest that you combine the two salutatories or the 
two valedictories. Possibly it might be desirable to select cer- 
tain paragraphs from each to suit the needs of a particular 


class.] 
THE CLASS WILL 


[If a graduating class desires to have a class will read and 
wishes to have it of a personal nature, the following form may 


be used. | 


The time has come to pass on our laurels and position to the 
next class, the class that will be sitting in our places next year. 
And in so passing we wish to extend our best wishes to our fol- 
lowers and to hope that they do just half as well as we have. 
Of course, we know that every one of them expects to do better. 
However that may be, there are a few treasures we would dread 
to see lost.. And in order that such a disaster should not take 
place, we have written our will and in it every treasure is taken 
care of. 
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We, the class of 19— of the Wentworth School, do hereby 
make and declare this to be our last will and testament, in form 
and manner as follows, and as attested to this day day of June, 
the first: 


We bequeath to Mary Dimmenry the bright smile that Lots 
HopkINS always wore. 


We pass on to JoHN Mirtcue tt the high grades that JAMES 
PRESTON received in arithmetic. 


To Carot Ropney we present the ability to sing like a bird, 
a gift which is now held by Su—E PARMENTER. 


We leave to JacK Hensez the corner seat by the door which 
all this year has been occupied by Bitty Foor. 


To Mitprep Grass... 


[This gives you the idea. It can be continued indefinitely, 
humorously or seriously as desired, but not with the intention 
of hurting anyone's feelings, or being too personal. | 


ANOTHER CLASS WILL 


[This class will is of a general nature with no names men- 
tioned. It could be added to the first will given if the gradu- 
ating class is so small that the list of legatees is quickly expired.] 


We, the class of 19— of the . . . [See first will.] 


We bequeath to the class following in our footsteps our 
ability to work and play. We leave to them all the fun we had. 
To each member of the new class we pass on our friendships— 
and our quarrels. We bequeath to them a spirit of good fellow- 
ship, and the qualities that make for class success. With great 
pleasure we leave to them the arithmetic problems we couldn’t 
get. We pass on to them the sleepless nights that-we endured. 
To each one of the new class we leave a peck of worry and a 
bushel of work. Also, we wish to bequeath to our followers 


CLOSING DAY GAYETY BOOK 135 


a sleighride party with an upset in Hunter’s Hollow, and tons 
of cake and sandwiches at the end... . 


[ Continue the will to any length, making use of local happen- 
ings throughout the year. Introduce a reference to any party, 
social, game, or contest that may have taken place. | 


THE FORTUNE TELLER 


[A dark figure in flowing, black draperies and head and face 
half shrouded, comes out and while gazing into a crystal ball, 
reads the future in sonorous tones. Substitute class member 
names for those given. ] 


Reveal to me, O Crystal, the secrets you hold! [Makes a 
few mysterious passes above crystal which rests on a small table 
before fortune teller.| Ah! I begin to see light. Now I shall 
be able to read the future. I shall delve into the mysteries of 
the unknown and tell each member of this graduating class 
where he or she shall be twenty years from now. 

Who is this I see coming up the street? He is riding in a 
great, magnificent automobile. Now he stops at the bank. He 
gets out and goes in. He must be someone of vast importance. 
Who can it be? At last he is turning around so that I can see 
his face. . . . It is RicHaRD Bascom! By hard work and 
honesty he has become president of a bank. 

Now I see someone out at sea. It is a woman. She is stand- 
ing on the deck of a great ocean steamer looking across the 
waves. A veil partly hides her face. But there is something 
familiar about her. Ah, now I see who it is! Emrty Drake! 
Her fame as a singer has spread from one end of the world to 
the other, and she is now on her way to London to fill an 
important engagement. 

The scene changes. We are carried swiftly to the cold snows 
of Alaska. What is this going ahead of us? An aeroplane! 
And the pilot?—Yes, now we see. It is our old friend, Jack 
Munssy. He is filling the important work of an airmailman 
between New York and Alaska. Every day he makes his perilous 
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and brave trip through clouds and storm, bearing the mail that 
Uncle Sam has entrusted to his care. 

Again a new land is presented to our eyes. Tall palm trees. 
A hot beating sun. A sea, blue and sparkling. We are in 
Florida. This seems to be an orange grove. Rows and rows of 
the brightly colored fruit are piled up everywhere we look. 
But who is this supervising the business of packing them into 
crates? She is a woman, tall and dark, and we think we have 
seen her before. Yes, we have! It is Priscitta Strong. She 
has become the owner of a large fruit farm in the south and 
spends all her time raising oranges and bananas. 

Now what can this be? A great crowd of people, all shout- 
ing and waving their hands. They are waiting for someone. He 
is coming up the street, bowing to right and left. Joun Me- 
Cormick! He has just been elected governor and is on his way 
to the inaugural ceremonies. 


[Enough has been given to act as a guide to the fortune teller 
of any individual class. As with the class wills, the fun depends 
on the fitness of the subject matter to the person involved. To 
develop a bright and witty will or forecast of the future will be 
helpful to the members of any class, the teacher guiding the 
workers. 

A class prophecy might be humorous if the class is so in- 
clined. Or the serious prophecy could be given first and then 
a gypsy might appear and contradict the original fortune teller, 
seeing the same things in the palm of each member but inter- 
preting the signs in quite an opposite manner from the first 
reading. For instance, John McCormick might have been 
elected dog catcher instead of governor and be on his way fo 
the dog pound. And so on. 

But all that depends on the class. The prevailing note of 
graduation exercises would necessarily be one of dignity witha 
touch of humor here and there, | 
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THE SCRAPBOOK 


CLASS MOTTOES 
Little lessons well done make a big life. 


Every day is a battle won. 
Be brave and win—and then keep on! 


Perfection every day in every way. 

A sound brain, a healthy body, a noble heart. 
The brave heart conquers fortune. 

Know your weaknesses. 


On your goal fix your eye, 
And every obstacle pass by. 


Stern purpose and unceasing effort. 

Station the guard of virtue at the fortress of every weak habit. 
Purpose and will. 

Be true to yourself. 


On the road of life this lesson learn: 
Look ahead and do not turn. 


CHEERS 


Victory! Victory! Look in our eye. 
Rah! Rah! You're ours. Hiyi! Hiyi! 


We're going to win, we're going to win! 
We'll take the crown today. 

It’s rah! And rah! And rah, we shout! 
As our team starts to play. 
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Rah! Rah! For our dear, old school, 
The best one in the land! 

We've got to win! So make a din! 
And cheer to beat the band! 


Ricketty Rah! We love our school. 
She always has and will always rule. 


Team! Team! We're for you, 
Win or lose, you'll find we’re true! 
Team! Team! Play the game! 
We'll cheer you just the same. 


TOASTS 


To. our teacher: The one who found our faults and made 
them virtues, who discovered our weaknesses and turned them 
into towers of strength. 


A cheer and a tear for our alma mater: We love her but we 
must leave her. 


Education: The one real happiness, the one priceless treasure, 
the one possession that neither time nor man can take away. 


Our schoolmates: Friendly rivals and generous friends. 
To worthy purpose and fruitful ends. 


To arithmetic: A valiant foe, but a staunch friend when 
conquered. 


Here’s to the future: We are prepared. What we learned 
in the past carried us to the present, so we look to the future 
with serene eyes. 


MEMORY GEMS 


Let each day see you win your cause, 
Let each day see you rise, 

And look up to the hills beyond 
With bright and fearless eyes. 
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Never give up, but march straight on. 
Before you know it, the battle’s won. 


Where is your gold? In small, round coins? 
My gold you can not see, 

But one good thing—it’s always along 
Wherever I may be. 

Because I studied, thought and read, 

And so my gold is in my head. 


No tree bears fairer fruit than grows 
Upon the hill of Knowledge, 

And there we hope to dwell until 
We reach the halls of college. 


Now to the fields we'll hie away! 
Let’s learn from nature this very day. 


Beauty speaks in every language 
With tongue of grass or flower; 
She offers wisdom to our ears 
In every summer hour. 


TABLEAUX 
THE SCHOLAR: A boy with huge spectacles, a pencil 


behind each ear, books spread on the table before him, on the 
floor and elsewhere. A voice reads: 


Books! Books! Wherever you look. 

I wonder how many subjects he took? 

But one thing is certain, his head must be 
Crammed with knowledge from A to Z. 


PICNIC MAIDS: Two little girls come on and spread a 
cloth on the floor. Then from their baskets they take cake and 
bread. Suddenly they jump up and point wildly at an imaginary 
cow. Then lifting their skirts, they flee from the scene. The 
reader does not start until they are settled and eating. 
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Two small girls out for fun. 

But look! A cow! Now see them run, 
Leaving behind their bread and cake 
While away they hie for dear life’s sake. 


OUR FLAG: A small boy holds an American flag rigidly 
before him while a row of small girls and boys stand at atten- 
tion in a straight line, the right hand uplifted in the salute to 
the flag. 

This flag has made it possible 
For every child to know 

What education offers him 
Wherever he may go; 

The country that ‘says every child 
Shall learn to read and write 

Is the one to which they pay tribute 
Smiling with all their might. 


THE NEW TEACHER: A little girl has her dolls lined 
up and is reading to them with a ruler in hand and every appear- 
ance of being a teacher. A blackboard will add to the effect if 
one is available. 


School is out—but what is this? 
Another teacher busy 

Passing on the things she learned 
To Anna, Grace and Lizzie. 


THE LITTLE RED SCHOOLHOUSE: In the back- 
ground is a large picture of a little, old-fashioned red school- 
house. Perhaps one can be drawn on a blackboard with colored 
chalk. ‘Trees and woods surround the schoolhouse. In the fore- 
ground in a low rocker sits grandma and at her feet is a group 
of boys and girls eagerly listening. 


Memories of yesterday! 

The schoolhouse once she knew! 
Grandma tells her listeners 

The things she used to do. 
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Trudge through rain and cold and snow 
To school beyond the hill, 

And as she tells her tales of old 
Her listeners are still. 


How different from the school today! 
How hard it used to be! 

Each one is thinking to himself 
Most thankful he should be. 


OPENING SELECTION FOR PROGRAM 


It gives us deepest pleasure 
To welcome you today. | 

We feel it’s been worth while to plan 
Just what to do and say. 


Songs and drills and recifations— 
All before your eyes 

Will pass to meet your commendation 
In new and startling guise. 


We welcome you with smile and word, 
Our best we hope to do, 

And we pray that you'll be satisfied 
When wath our songs we're through. 


CLOSING NUMBER 


The last song has been sung for you, 
The last lines have been said, 

And you alone can tell us if 
The hours have swiftly sped. 


Our hopes are high, though, that you laughed 
Because your hearts were gay, 

That you really have enjoyed 
The things we had to say. 
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With that thought in our minds we bow— 
But one more word to tell! 

We thank you for your presence here. 
Goodbye! And fare you well! 


GOODNIGHT, FRIENDS 


In behalf of my teacher and schoolmates, I wish to thank 
you for the deep interest you have displayed at our program 
tonight. Your generous applause spurred us on to fresh en- 
deavor. We sang better and recited better and with more 
spirit because of your kindly attitude. There was friendliness 
in the air and we profited by it. 

What went on behind the curtain, the trembling knees that 
knocked together, the pale faces, and the forgotten lines, will 
remain a secret. It shall be a skeleton in the closet that will 
rattle its bones only for those who were behind the curtain. 

A school entertainment is always a creditable performance 
because it brings together parents, teacher, and children. And 
like one big family we have shared the fun here tonight. 

And now it is at an end. This last number was the final one. 
So once more repeating the expression of thanks and gratitude 
that I made before, in behalf of my teacher, schoolmates and 
self, I wish you a friendly goodnight, 
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